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Neque adbuc virtus in floribus. ulla eſt, 
© Tranſit in Eftuen poſt Ver robuſtior annus, 
Fitque Valens Juvents Ovid Metam. 
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Princed for Richard Bentley and M. Magnes in. Ruſſe 
ireet near Covent-Garden, 1681. | 
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PREFACE 


HIS Play, as it was Writ only for my diverti{cment at 

Vacant Hours, or Recreation after ſeverer Studies, was - 

ever defizn'd to fee the light, at leaſt not betray the weal- 

neſs of its Author ſo publickly on the Stage, or more uni- 

werſally in Print, had not the Communication of it to one or two Friends 

ſpread the rumonr of it ſo far about the Town and Univerſity, that 

running like Wild- Fire through every place, it kindled a general ex- 

peclation in all that eather knew me in my ſelf, or by my Friends to 
ſee it in Publick, 

Newverthclefs, their perſwaſions and inducements con'd not make me 
Preſume, to truſt ſo far to my own ſmall abilities, or to rely jo much 
0 my own weak Judement, as to ſend it forth into the World, un- 
til it had paſt th: Ceaſures of ſome (I may ſay) the oreateſt part of 
the Witty and Tudicious Men of the Town ; untill it had receiv'd 
ſome Rutes for Correition from Mr. Dryden himſelf, who alſo was 
pleaſ*d to Grace it with an Epilogue, to which it ows #40 ſmall part of 
ts ſucceſs. 

After this, I thought 1 might ſafely enough commit it to its For- 
tune, and having had the Approbation of the Greater, 1 preſume it 
was Proteited from falling under the Cenſure of the Leſſer, and 
half Witted Tudpes. | 

But n0 ſooner can a young Writer appear in the World, but he ts 
look*d npon by thoſe [quint-ey'd Pretenders, to wit, no leſs than ſome 
Notorious Malefattor, or Branded Outlaw, whow all may Profecute, 
Attaint, Judae, Condemn, or what they pleaſe, cum Privilegto. 

For paſſing by ſome, whoſe more nice Judgement, or rather prying 
appetite, can find faults where few others wou'd ſuſpect them, ſome 
whoſe ſharper Wit i Satyrically employ*d in turning the beſt thoughts 
into Ridicule, to Ruine a Writer, as it were betwixt Teſt and Far- 
neſt; There are others who wanting the ſenſe to diſcern, what is, and 
where a true Fault lies, nay, ſometimes to diſtinguiſh it from a Beau- 

- ty, 
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ty, will yet in ſpight of Srapidity have their ſhare too in Damnins the 
Reputation of an Author , and the means they took, was to give out, 
that this was only an Old-Play 1 ranſcrib'd. 

Burt I hope I may eaſily unload my lf of that Calumny, when I 
Pall teflifie that I acver heard of any Play on the ſame Subject, untill 
my own was Acted, niithoy have I ſince feen it, though it hath been 
t0 1 mw ; th-re ts © Gock- Pit Play, 00127 Hae the 1.112 of the SCY- 
thian Shepherd, or Tamberlain the Great, which h3wv good it ts, a- 
ny one may ſuave by its obſcurity, bein a thin?, not a Bookſeller 1 
Lon don, or * {ca rce the noo Ys chem. toe Fo 87 x Acted it formerly , 
i 'A ond to Remumbr, wee, ar, that I believe that whoever was 

t 11 Author, he 121% ht & CH 50 it tv hime If ſecure: from 174" vaſtn, ON 
Plagiary , Bit tes theſe who hve Read it Convince themſelves of their 
Error "S th it this « 10 fecond Eartion, but an entirely new Play. 

Moreover, utterly to overthrow this Obje tion, I muſt acguarnt you 


hat 1 &row the dt fron of this Play, from a late Novell, cald Tamer- 


lane a4 Aﬀteria, which 1-2 ſore bears not half the Age of the [ ra- 
geay before mention'd, and I am 2 confi dont the Characters are q:ute dif- 
ferent. 
The laſt and worſt aſþ-rtion ts caſt upon me, is, that I was hilp*d by 
others in the erformance. But if I have not Friends that can clear 
ze of this als, I hope the Conzrutty of the Style throughout the whole 
Play will t:jt. + the ſmplicity of the Author. 
1 his I think may ſatisfie my more equal Judoes, that this Tri 'fle is 
mine on, or if you will, honeſtly begotten between me, and my Muſe, 
which I 7-4 is jet [0 Chaſt and her Reputation {0 ſound, as not to 


have her Tue Branded with Plurality of Fathers. 


1hus we ſee what kind of Criticks we have non-a-dayes, that can 
lye by the whole fat', and Damn a Play in a Breath, that we may the 
R0re eaft!y bear with them who pique at word by word, and thought by 
thought ) In 4 More 10a: {t retail Hanmer. 


I jhclf rot nov ftri ve to drfend this 1 rifle in any par ticular Cit cnm- 
. 


flances, but leavs it to thoſe of a more impartial Judgment ; hoping 
friſt th: y 7A4y F105 1 find As HAH) faults, As they exped?, FAext th. it they 


wo: be (o kind as 10 Wink at thoſe which do occur, attributing them to 


the Touth of the Author, and confequently his waat of e: xperrence, ana 
Judgment. 
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To my ingenious Friend Mr. (harles Saunders, on his 


Play of Tamerlane. 


T Hen Night h.zs throws her ſable Veſt avay, 


' And the Sun's mounted on the W ins of day, 
Bright as Parnaſſus all around he Guilas, 
Firſt the young 1 rees, and then the Moth-r Fields, 
To Touth, and Morn ſuch Glortes offers he, 
Which Aae cay only wonder at and [ce, 
But when the God has reacht the miadadle way, 
He the World viſits with a courſ-r Ray, . 
IWhips his dull Steeds, and haſtens to the Sea, 
Cooling his Treſſes on the Amber Shore, 
Then hates what he ſo well did love before : 
Or as an Infant ſpring, that from the ſide 
Of ſome lone Hill does through the Meadows glide, 
Whoſe Chryſtal Waters as they ſilent paſs,. 
Aford the N'ymphs both Drels, and Looking Glaſs, 
Who take the yellow Sands that lye below, 
And 91 their Heads the Golden Powder throw, 
Whilſt the Rich Flood moſt prodigally decks 
With Rings their fingers,and with Pearls their necks 
Iz whoſe clear Stream the Heaw'ns aclight FO play 
Phabus 0 waft the tedious Summers Day, 
The Moon and Stars, the live-long Night away, 
Beneath *tis Spring, above, Eternal Ray, 
I's Winter Bloom, and ev'ry Seaſon May. 
But track theſ Beauties, and b:fore thy ve run 
More Miles than Touth has years,they all are gone, 
Strong 1 ydes mol: ſt its* wanton Courſe and ore 
1's hoary felling Head huge Tempeſt roare, © 
And all 1's Glebes are Sandy like it”s Shore. 
1ill fuck with Storms and every ſurly Blaſt, 


"lis forc'd to make the Sea its Grave at laſt. 


And fins more ſweet than ever Antients ſung, 
7han Orpheus, Homer, or :haz Cowley Toung ; 
Fre Age ſhall come and thou ſhalt live to ſce 
That Funbling time of Love and Poetry, 

Now of the Toung, you all the wigor ſbew, 


' On then brave Touth with Harp Divinely , FARE © 
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And of the 07d the Pl14 Fudgment too : 
fo you the Merits of Om both belong, 
Not Alexander fonnbt ( very 1 OURS, 
Nor Congutt "a he th. 7741 2Mty IH 'orla fo / 004 
As you have charm? d, and all the Muſes wor 
And wif: Minerva, {rite AÞther fond, 
With ber own Mreaths thy aarling 1 emples Crowmn'd, 
. His the Orc all thy Elder Brothers plac'd, 
And with a Penjamuns /irge Portio7 gracd. 
| But let ae not iz nondrine at your Tonth, 
; Egract what's dic to Free ndſhip and to Truth. 
K nw It, ite Boautrgbleaſes where it harms 
A Checquer'd Serpunt "tr with Sting and Charms : 
And happys ho that never thinks at all, 
And far more happy is that laviſh Fool, 
{hat dully waſts his, Fortuncs on a Whore, 
Jhan h: thit ſplits upon this dangerous Shore. 
Not Spencer azad, wor SPencer mow alive 
Cond ever find a way by Wit to thrive : 
It is a Dream of Wealth, a Fairy Land, 
A fichle Treaſure araſy'd like Golden Sand, 
IWhich, tis held, does vaniſh through the Hand. 
The Letharey of the beſt natur'd Mind, 
A Foe to Buſineſs, and to all unkind ; 
Like that too kills inſenfi>le and ſure : 
For he with U-rſe d/ſeaſ *d, does till [he more 
Court his lov'd Plagur, and itches to be poor; 
A Mark nhore vile Pretenders lofe their aim, ; 
 Andev'n the biſt get but an empty Name. | ; 
L. unnch out vans Merchant new ſet up of Wit, ; 
419 Worly's before thee, and thy Stock ts great, 
S1:l by thy Mfr, bat never let her gnide, 
10 without danger you may ſafely glide 
by hapoy.r Studis fteer'd, and quickly gain 
19. p19: Indies of a hopeful Brain, 
f3r1419 F 14 a Man betimes that may Create 
115 Co.mtry's Ulory inthe Church, or State. 
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DrammatisPerſona 


Tamerlane Emperor of the Tartars. 
Bajaſet Emperor of the Turks. 
Arlanes 
Mandricard 
Sar acn (Counſellors | 


_ SEriend, to Arſanes. 


Sons to Tamerlane. 


Women. 
Aſteria Daughter to Bajaſet 


Iſpatia Wife ro Mandricard 
Zayda Confident of Aſteria. 


\ Prieſts, Guards, Attendants, &c, 


Scene Samarcanda. 
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PROLOGUE. 


Ow modern Protores differ fromthe OI! | 
Thoſe ſu'dand pray'd, but theſe buff rail, and ſcold. | 
Now ſure the Poets of our age preſume? | 
They have out-done the wits of Greece and Rome; 
IWho by uE-natur d Satyr Strive t'obtam 
What they by low ſubmiſſion ſought to Gain. 
What bold Offendor ever yet found Grace 
Py ſpitting vilely in þ#s Judges Fare ? 
Yet they ſo fondly do themſelves efteem, 
They hiſs at you, yet think you ſhou'd Clap them. 
Nay Branding you for Fools in open Pit, 
Hold it your Duty to cry up their Wit. 


Vollies of (wrfes 6n your heads they ſend, 


Dann one of them, They injur'd right pretend ; 
And With unreaſonable Confidence 

Excuſe their Emlines by your want of Senſe. 
Some things you may not underſtand, *tis true ; 
"Tis more then Oedipus himſelf can doe. 

None of your A&tons can their Cenſure paſs 
Your Cravat, Wiz, French-dreſs, or Pocket-glaſs, 


No not fo nocd as W orev— 
Do you dreſs well * then rudely they Suppoſe 
Your Taylor male your Wit, as well as Cloths. 


Have you a well-becoming Wig, They'l Swear 

You Bought Your falſer Setſes in falſe Hair. 

Thus turn your Wit to Scorn, yet think it much 

If you their busky Farce, or puffy Bombaſt touch. 

1hus Halecontents wou'd Laws to Rulers give, 

But think it Tyranny if they receive. 

Let not their railings Loyal Poets blind 

That you'r no Fools we by your Patience find 

Fools will be Angry, butyou ſtill are Kd. 

Then im that Old, not \his New-fangled way 

To you our Author do's Nis Thanks repay 

For your kind meetmg ow this happy Day 

If he Offend be do's your Grace Implore, 

And Swears to mend, or Trouble you no more. 
Theives- for one Crime have often Scap'd the Rope, 

Nay Priefts, and Plotters are not out of Hope. 

Then Spare our Author for *a Nobler Fate 

He yet deſerves your Pity, not your Hate. 


Tamerlan: 


Magnes, in Ruſlel-Street, 


LL the Tragedies and Co- | 
"yp, immcdices of Frei Ben- | 


near Coyent-Garden. 


The Fond Husband,or the Plot- 
ting Siſters. 


21)at and To% 11:f-r, in one | The Vertuous Wite, or good 


Volume, 
Plays. 


Lartif,, or the Fro Purl-| 


| Squire /4/ap, or the Night Ad- 


tan, 
Ford Marriaze, or the Jealous 


Bride. | | 


Emnzl:#b Monlicur. | 


con.aiiing fifry one | 
: The Fool turn'd Critick, a Co- 


f 


| 
| 


Inck art laſt. 
medic. 
VEntrurcrs. 


The Miſtaken Husband, a Co- 


medie. 


All Miſtaken, or the mad Cou- | Mr. I i»-berham, or the Kind 


Plc. ; 
Gencrous KACNMIES. 
A..drom: cr: 1, A Tragedy. 
Calijto; or the Maſque ar Court. 
Country-Wit. A Comedie. 


Deſtruction of Ternſil m,2parts, 

Miſerics of C11v1l V Var. | 

Hemy6.,with the Murder of the 

Duke ot G/ cc/7cr. 

Nero, a Trageic. 

Olyriizt, 4 1ragcdie. 

Soph a 56, or Hainials 
throw. 

Alexazacr the Great, or the R1-. 
val Queens, 

Mubriaues King of Poatus. 

Ceſ.r Poreis, Son of Pope A- 
{ixaniir b. 

Ocaipic., KiNZ of 1h: bes. 

T heod:1i#5.,o0r the Force of Love. 

The Plain Dealer. 

The Town-Fop, or Sir 7 zmothy 
T auavy. 

Abd.lizzar, or the Moors Re- 
Vvenge. 

Madam Fricke : 
Falſe one. 


OVCET- 


or the Witty 


keeper. 

Notes and ©bſervations on the 
Empreſs of Morocco. 

The Orphan, or unhappy Mar- 
rage. | : 

The Souldiers Fortune. 

Scrtorius. A Tragedie. 

[ amiberlane the Great. 

King Lear. 


Novels Printed this Year, 1680. 


The Amours of the King of 7 a- 
HET A, 

The Amours of the French 
King and Madam L ayiler. 

The Amours of Madam and the 
Count de-Guich. 


| The Pilgrim : A Satyrical No- 


vel on the horrible Villanies 
of thoſe Perſons. 

The Secret Hiſtory of the Earl 
of Ellex and Queen El;za- 
beth. 

The Policy of the Clergie of 
France, to ſuppreſs the Pro- 
teſtants of that Kingdom. 

1 amer lane 


ACT [. Scene I. 


The Curtain being drawn up diſcovers the Temple of Maho- 
met, # it Tamerlane, Mandricard, Odmar, Abdal- 
la, and Prieits who ſing the following Hymn. 


Pr. Ing we, Alha, Lord of Fate, 
Father, Ruler of this State, 
In whoſe hand are War and Peace, 
Overthrows aud Vittories 
Sing we to thy Pow'r Divine 

At whſe Nod the Heavens Bow, 

19 whom Gods Allegiance owe, 

Whoſe juſt Favour Kjngs doth Crovn, 
Monarchs periſh at whoſe Frown, 

SY-14 we ar thy Holy Shrine. 

Ch. Accept our Thanks, accept our Praiſe 

Our ſolemn Vows, our Eulogies, 

The Altars which our Hearts do raiſe 

Accept the humble Sacrifice. 

Pr. To thee, Alha, Virgins Sins 

To thee Tune each Tender String, 

Carry d by an Holy Neal 

Of the Prons Matrons tell 

To thy Grace 1riumphant Youth 

To thee glad Oli Ave doth Keel, 

Nor do Kings, thy Power Conceal. 

But all admire, all Confe fs 

ils thou Curfeſt, thou doſt B eſs 


k 
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7 "Tang lane the Great. 
kh, | 

15 thee owe their Riſe, and Growth. —% 

Ch. Accept our {hanks, &C. 
Pr. See the Trophies fee the Spoils 

The glad Harveſt of our Tolls 

See the Scythian Majeſty 

Crown d with Peace and Victory 

To his Scepter Turk gi2/7 ; 

To him Conquer'd All i bows 

To him th* Earth ber Freedom owes. 

Fear we no no blow of Fat”, 

"Tis FuSt Alla rules our State, 

And our Kim's the Care of Heaw'n. 

Ch. Accepted are our thanks our Praiſe 

Our Sole:nn Yours our Enlvptes 
"The Altars which our Hearts do raiſe 
Accepted is the Sacrifice, 


After the Hyma Tamerlane, Mandricard, Odmar, Ab- 
dalla, with Guards, come forward on the Stage, and the 


Tam, After our Sacred Rites to Aha paid 
"Tis fit we ſhow our ſecond Thanks in Joy 
And Triumphs which to Vi:tory are due, 
Let S:3:h:7a now Arrard 1nall the Pride 
Of Conquer'd 4/7: dart her Glory to 
The utmoſt Gades, and to the utmoſt Ind. 
Let all her ſleeping Monarchs riſe and ſec, 
How far her new-got Liberties Extend. 
And as of Old her Vertue has alone 
Aſſyrian and Pell.ean Arms withſtood, 
Nor dar'd the flying Parthian to look back 
Upon his Enemy, but by retreat 
Sought Life, not Conqueſt. Our Faim'd Anceſtors 
Tien boaſted how they could a Foe repel, 
Far greater's our Renown in Glorious Arms, 
Who know to Conquer too, enlarge our {way, 
And Teach the Haughty Ottoman to bow. 
Min. Needleſs, Great Sir, was that far Boaſted Gift 
That 


ameriane 7e OUrreat. 
That Law which to your 7 artary entaild 
The Tyrkiſh Empire, when their Kingly Line 
For want of Heirs ſhould ceaſe, you ſcorn'd to wait 
The ſlow Event ; (or ſhou'd it be) to take 
Ev'n Empire at a Gift; but Gazing on 
The Golden Prey, you thought it lookt too great 
To be {o cheaply Bought, then Seizing it | 
With Danger, and the famous Lot of War 
Made it your Merits due, and Valours right. | 
464d. That Man who threatn'd all the World with ruin 
That fierce, that yet unconquer'd Bajaſer, - 
V hoſe dreadful Name fo oft ſhook Greece with Terror 
And ſtruck her Princes Dumb with fear, That Man 
To whom all 4//z Bow*d, has Learnt to Kneel, 
To Tamerlanes more Mighty Pow'r; Avert 
Ye Gods, all Nations Cry, from us the Hand 
Of the all-Conquering God-like 7 amerlaze. 
Odm. Abadalla, nov ; the World is pleaſ'd and ſilent, 
Amaz'd, and wondring at the ſudden Change, 
The happy change of Monarchs, Bleſs their Stars 
By whole kind influence doubtful Victory 
Flew where Deſert, and working Virtue calPd. 
While to your Arms all Nations wiſht Succeſs, 
To you who {hou*dRevenge the Injur'd Earth 
And for a Tyrant give the World a King. 
Tam. Stain not with flatteries the famous Day 
But rather let our Victory appear, 
By her own Trophies abſolute, and ſure. 
Let Blaze through all our Streets the Captive Moon 
That Superſtitious Idol of the Field. 
In Solemn Proceſs March our Slaves of War 
Each 7 artar to his Turkiſh Prey a Guard, 


Your Heads with Law:el Crown'd,your Hands with Spoils, 


Filling with wel-come Joy the ſhouting Crowd. 
_ Fora Juſt Trophie:toour own Ambition 

Call here the Captive Monarch to our fight. 

I wou'd Survey each Limb of that Great Man, 
Try his fierce Temper, ſee what awful Pride 
Held in ſuch fear the SubjeQ Nations. 


B 


Bajaſet and Aſteria are brought in Bound. 


Baj. Death, = 
Pve view'd thee in a Thouſand, Thouſand Shapes, 
When not the fear of all thy Murdring Engines, 

E're ſhook my Soul fo much, as now the thought 

Of this Tongue-Combat ———give me Patience, 1/4, 
{am What Mutters he ? 
[31j. Intections be my Breath, 

And Blaſt thee cre thy Taunts can vex my Soul, 

For I gpncaive | {hall be talk'd to Death. 

{, Think not,O King, we come 1a Proud Dildain 
To thy fan State, or {corn thy Ebbing Fortunes, 

Or with Vain Glory to Commend our Deeds 
"Which of themlclves do Joudly Praiſe the Doer. 
But as thy Conqueror and Prince to claun 

A juſt Submilfion to our Power; Live, 

ut to our Mercy owe the Life we Give. 

Bij. And doft thon think the Glorious Bajaſet 
Can ſtoop {9 low ? ſpeak, 4/4.:, fay, my Stars 
It juſt that T who held the fate of Kings 
In this Right Hand, and ſcatter'd Death's. among 
The Tyrants of the World, as faſt as words | 
Cou'd mingle them ; at laſt ſhou'd hold my Lite 
On any uplitart Power ? Firſt ſhall th Entecblcd Sun 
Stoop down, and Borrow from the Earth his Hear, 

The Stars from Northern Tires take thoir. Light, 
And Gods of Kings ſhall Mortal Blettngs ask 
Ee Ito thy ſcorn'd favour own a Debr. 

Tam Talk on, tond Slave, and Glut thy ſelf with thinking, 
For words and thoughts arc all thy Weapons now, : 
Which yet thy Abject State ſhall prove but Vain 

And make thee a much greater - 

Bj. Emperor ! 

The Brave are alwayes ſo ; nor can the Fates 
Debale an inborn Virtue, Oh that Frown 
That Frown ſuits wondrous well the baleful Brow 
Of an Exalted, Stern, fate-looking Tyrant ! 

S0 {tretch thy felt Ambitious Arrogance; 


ws * 


Stretch 


s 7 i + S&. WP 5 ; 85s 


Stretch on the Wheel of Pride thy ſtreightned Nerves 
Till thy Cramp'd Limbs yield Muſick to my Ears, 
Proud, Vain Uſurper ——— 
Tam. Such was Ottoman 
He Built his Throne by Virtue, and I mine - 
Speak, if thy Pride can give a Vent to Truth 
W hich 1s the Nobler Title, fairer Name, 
A Crown'd Uſurper, or a Captive King ? 
Baj. Gods ! that I live to hear that vile Reproach +” 


By A "tis too much Now cou'd I fly 


Like ſome Fierce Lyon ſcap'd the Hunters Hand 
{His Strength by Rage Improv'd, Rage by Deſpair) 
Againſt my Victor ———ha, Inform me Slaves 
Who, or trom whence was that bold Son of War 


Who durſt with me in dreadtul Combat Joyn ? <4, 


That Chief in ſable Arms ! for yet I lee not 
His Face in all this Crowd. 
Tam. Behold thy Greateſt 
Molt Dreadful Foe, ſee me Heay*ns fatal Scourge 
Sent from above to Purge the ſickly Earth 
By Blood from Bloody Tyrants. 
Baj. No, tond Man, 
Miſtake me not; that Conquerour was one 
One Nobler far, and fairer to behold 
Then any thy throng*d Court do's to my Eyes diſplay. 
7. Spightful and falle thy baſe Reproaches are, 
Say Oday, Ipeak the Valant Manaricard, 
The Mighty nothing of that Strangers Acts. 
Mzaz7p. Not Sir, to Leflen or Echpie your Fame 
Do T to that brave Strangers high Deſert 
Due Honours pay, not that the Fierce Abdalls, 
Wiſe ( Yamnar, or the Valiant Aldeg ar 
Did leſs then God-like aQs ; yet $17, to ſpeak 
His Worth I Envy, not thoſe Numerous Bands 
To Conquelt by your Royal Conduct led - 
Equal'd that Heroes Fame, who follow'd by 
A Guard of Horſe in Mournful Black Arra'id 
O”re ran our fainting Enemies ; none durlt 
Withſtand him but their War-hike Emperor, 
Whoſe raſhneſs caus'd his Fate, the brave unknown 
| | D 2 
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With force Superior'drew him to our Camp, 
Threw him into my 'wide-fpread Arms, and Cry'd | 
Take here a Preſent from the Van you hate ; ; 
Then adds, I ask but this tor my Reward 
He was a king, be ſure you ule him fo. 
T am. Gods ! I ſhall je alous of my Conquelt grow : 
0am. Nor he, nor Heav'n your Glory cou'd obſcure ! 


Since Miniricird was ſharer in the War: 


For by him fell the great 0rtobulrs 
The Hopes of 7 »rty, and the Prop ot { Battel ! 
Him did he Diſinheric with his Sword, 
And ſnatcli'd his Birth-right W orld as his Reward. 
May. Curſe on thy Tongue ! what Frenzy broke thy ſilence ? 
| Aſede to C d. 
Thy Breath has Blaited me, and for a : flaſh 
Of Honour, Damn'd me to Eternal Flames. 
7 am My Noble Son 
Bj. ?Tis fo le, Ye bigheful Powrs, 
Orto bulirs (Vie ne're believe it) {lain 
3y that weak Arm, what Millions back'd the Coward? 
1:4. Fair Virtue was his Guard, approach me nigh, 


Fmbrace me round ; now claim thy juſt Reward 


Ask freely; for the Glory of the Att deſerves 
V'Vhar ere thy Swoln Ambition can Demand. 
VVhat Will not Conquerors on the Brave beſtow ? 
VVhat fad Diforder moves my Mardricard ? 
V'Vhat fooliſh Paſſion dares diſturb my Son ? 
Ain. W ho can w irhſtandrhe vaſtneſs of ſuch Hopes ? 
Tam. Have we not giv*n our Word,and can we Lye * 
Man. Far-bec't from me {uch Blaſphemy to think, 
Tam. Odm. ”, Abadalli, witnels to my Vow, 
It ought Ican deny to him ! I Love 
Above the World, which he can ask with Honour 
Sudden Deltru Aion ſeize my Perjur'd Soul, 
Faith 15 the brigliteſt Jew: elofa Crown. 
Mar. Speak my Souls great Ambaſſador, my Tongue, 
Pronounce thy Meſſage way a King Commands : 
() (peak. what thou deſireſt moſt to ſpeak, 
Pard'n Sir, My too rude C arriage, 
t 1m. Say Noble Youth. 
May, 


s s Wi 


Man. Low as the Earth two Monarchs I Implore, 
Rather two Gods in living pity great, 

As Heavn may ble(s your Throne with Victory, 

As Heav*n may raiſe you higher by your Fall, 

I beg this Princeſs from your Royal hands. 

Aſt. Withall the force a Virgins Tears can preſs 
On any Soul, I here implore my Death 
Ten thouſand Deaths e*re yield my Innocence 
To be polluted by his loath'd Embraces. 

Baj. Curſe him, 4/?er/a, curſe the fatal Source 
Of thine, of mine, of the Worlds wretched State, 
Upon a Fathers bleſſing curſe the Race 
Of Perjur'd Tamertae, thire's poyſon in it 
And rank Infection, and conſuming Plagues. 

Max. Is (he not Fair, my Lord ! 

Is the not Innocent as Babes new Born £ 

Tam. Mean Soul,degenerate Boy, I charge thee ceaſe,. 

Canſt thoa behold this haughty ſlave in Chains - 

Outdare our Pow'r, and ſcorn our offer'd favours, 

Nay Curſe thee to thy Face, and hold thee worthlc!: 

The gift thou asit ? deny thee with Contempt ? 

And thou yet ſtoop to him, kneel, pray to him ? 

Wipes oft, raſh boy; thy growing Glortes ſtain . 

Or quit the Name of Son 
Azz. How all things to my ruin do concur? 

Father, and Daughter, Emperor all are joyn'd _ 

To make me wretched, O the killing Flames, 

Ot a deſpairing paſſion, oh my heart ! 

B:j. My Mileries have givin me leave to {mile 
To ſes thee Traytor find an Hell on Earth. 

Max. Approach my Fair. 

Att. Oh Iam ruin'd, {tam'd, 
With hands ſcarce cool from my dear Brothers blood 
He catches at the Siſter for reward 
And Im'e become a partner in the Murder. 

Bj. Oh the bold Raviſher, that he ſhou'd dare 
To touch her purge then Villain with thy blood 


Her ſully'd beauties, Dye. | Snatching a Sword from the Cr tards. 


Tum. Dilarm the Traytor, | 
Prefumptuous Fool, this Ac has forteited 


{To Tam. 
[ [o Bay, 
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Bij. Have I « a4 n Tro9ps before me 
{ } 
And am 1 this hicld in by 1 crowd of Slaves? 


Vile, fcariul Mice to pinch the briftled Main | 
Of a bound Lyon, rilc, my Pattion, rite | =. 
Swcll every Vein Thy: 0 an Aitc . 
Return the famous Lightning of my Eyes, 

Work, Oh my ngarts my Soul 11 MY reven 
l'or Lam KilPd, chouk "4 + vith dildain and "fe 


Tam. He = and we lole tim2 to hear him, lait, 


Take, force lum hom my light. 
13:j. Po not think mc Kin r, 
One "£1 at has nothing but a L ite ito loſe; 
Death ! *ti5 the common Scourge of coward mins, 
A Goblia hatch'd to fright baſe vulgar Spirits. 
Lite I contemn ; nor wou'd 1 ftoop fo low 
Beneath my Majeſty to take it up, 
Thougit with my FE mMpiIrc c it might be redeem'd, 
HINCC bb 1 m1lt grant it whom I {corn and hate. 
A Grace from Tuzcrlize would load with ſhame 
My inward memory far more then all 
My 11{1-d Crowns, or the baſe name of Slave. 
Now: T1 ant, to thy laſt deſtriction hear 
\Whit .45: moving in my breaſt Comman is 
Ne ipeak, thy G ory, 11 ar, 1s ſhort hv'd, 
'Vhere are a Roy 1l Race ot Ottcars ns, 
(Sce thy Guards tremble at their very Name) {} 
And to mult thou, I fee thy Glory link 
And wepul 1 1 Arms againſt thy Perjur?d Soul 
Tan. A way to Dcarh to ſpeedy Torture with him 
His bad ted co rage this laſt Act ſhall frye. 
Baj. Yes, I willmake a Tryat of my Heart 
Plc bear my wronzs with ſuc h a noble Courage 
So far Frantcending mean {:r/4r:14 JARS | 
That thou thalr bt iſt with envy to my Fat [ls led off. 
Alm Th. 'y doth tl I Naked BEITAT gaz fine 1nd 
Cn great Mens wealth and ftarves, O curled ſpiohe, 
Zhat I mult periia all my for S 10 fight, | [Exi7. 
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A Wood. 
Ar ſanes, Axalla. 


Urge me no more, my Lord, p_ fate is ſeal'd, 
by chance, 


Aa Heav'ns fixt will tands uncontroulPd 
Now to return /by Heav*n Inever will) 
Were as to ſeek a ſecond Baniſhment, 
_ De the leſſer evil for returning. 
Yet Sir the King ——— 
—_ Is moſt unjuit and cruel 
Lead by the voice of every fawning Tray tor, 
And gives all power to him that Flatters molt. 
My Brother : Yes, by all that's good it was 
That fatal Brother, that ambitious Boy, 
With the deep plotting Odmar wrought my ruine, 
And built their greatneſs on my 1l]-tum'd Vertue, 
VVhile I- 
Ax. VVhile you here in inglorious ſorrow 
Quit your juſt Title to your Fathers Throne. 
{-{. A Throne .4x2//, can it yet be news 

ly Father owns no Son but Mrzaricard? 
wy ſharcs his Crowns of Lawrel and of Gold, 

And ali the ſhining Scepters of cach Clime, 

VVhere if a friend but chance to name Arſanes, 

Or fetch an inward figh for his misfortunes, 

A pc oinred trown marks the kind Spirit dead, 

And choaks with mourntul groans his pious wiſhes 

11 my N*:riaa |! 
Ax. That fever ſtill, my Lord ? 

Ar{. It ike the Liver of the Earth-born Monſter 
(3 at os d ninc Luriongs of the burning Lake 
Feeds on the fiery Diet of fond hope, 

To be renew'd a prey to black deſpair. 
Ax. Yet Sir ſhe may be found 
She may ! O trifler, may ! 
Ma ©] ow 'S i" euice ip oflible to Love ; 
She muſt ye Gods, appoint the happy time. 
Like ghat when totteſt Hours' i in Grecce I drew 
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Then when 2 Hoſpitable Emperor . 
Saluted us as ! eds treated us 


At no [cls rate cron both by Law enflav'd, 
Ancxilc 1, end {hc a Pyrates Pre 
Long 1a that ſtar te welivd inP ll and Love, 
& Po5f ens, {he Nevin call d. 
Bos 2#Y my Friend, that Colden Age 15 palt : 
Ah, my dear lord ——— 
c / Speak Een --—- 
Ax. If any charm 
Or Jpccious truth your paſſion can o're Iway 
And raiſe belief ia OUT diltracted Brealt, 
The ſight O! © 7; 7% ESTI | 
-th Do not Pelude me thus. | | 
. Nofilte Dxluſton, or diverting Fable 
Can Reed relide, take, take the naked truth, 
Ax:illam + r:fed Tent beheld, 
Gaz'd on, and knew the fair Neri2a's COarms. 
Ar. Put did you ice her like Neriza? bright 
As the firſt Sun when on the Eattern Shore 
He Riſes treſh, and Decks the Iniant Day. 
Did you behold among the Beauteous Crowd 
One by all envy'd, ar id by ail admird * 
A Triple Coddefs, Fair, Majcitick, Wile ? 
Ax. Shec's all, my Lord, that ev "N , Your Love can {peak her ; 
And thovgh all bafl d and {hrouded o're with Tears 
Yet cou 41 not ev'n thoſe thickning Clouds of ſorrow 


hecy - the {hint ng luſtre of her Eyes. 


/. Nethinks, my Iriend, I fee thoſe Pearly drops 

W ge 1 taking on my Breaſt her laſt farewell, 
She caſt her Iwory Arms about my Neck, 
Andcry'd, my Love ; Oh ſhou'd we meet again, 
Nor {poke lhe this with the leait ſign of Bliſs, 
For a _ a Smule ſhe promis'd it a truth. | 

| . As great and faithful as the Syb:/ls Voice, 
And d can you then, my Lord, leave all thoſe Joy es 
For want of ſeeking them ? Think, think, Arſancs, 
W hen this hot Fever has dry'd up to Aſhes 
Your Paming Heart, and Parcht your vital SpLrIt S, 
Then you w ill cry but oh "twill be too la: 
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What maſs of Golden Treaſure havel loſt? 
Then curſe your ſelf for your unkind diſtruſt, 
Your little Faith to your Axa/4's Counels, 
That ruin'd the unfortunate Arſanes. = 
Þut let's behold, the faithful Darches comes [ Enter Danches. 
From your Great Fathers Court, his joyful look 
Dcnotes ſome glad Diſcovery —— The News ? 
Zan. Great Prince! what ſtill may pleaſe, and make you happy, 
| went to Samrzrcarda ; but I palsd, 
Mc thought, through Streets block'd up with moving Caſtles, 
S > thick, ſo numberleſhythe People ſtood: 
While they with Voices undiſtinguiſh'd fill'd 
The Air, that Eccho'd nothing but the Stranger, 
The Stranger 1s the buſineſs of the Court : 
The Sweet Diſcourſe of every Ladies Mouth 
[s, what the Stranger did; to you they owe 
Their Trophies and their Fame. 
Arſ. And 1s the Court fo monſtroully infeCtious, 
That ſcarce an hour gone thouſſt learnt to flatter ? 
Speak, ſpeak thy Errand, what of the fair Nerina £ 
Zn. Great Sir ! the Lady which your Friend diſcoverd 
Is Daughter to th' impetuous Bajaſer, 
The tender ſharer of her Fathers Fate. 
Arſ. Ha! Withers not my Hand, ſtart not my Eyes 
From their cursd Orbs 2 
Am TI notall an Ague? So loud a Clap 
Of ſudden Thunder, and yet live 2 Ye Gods ! 
Have I toruine her my Sword employ d, 
My greateſt Strength her Country to deſtroy ? 
Was1t her Father too whoſe Fate I ſought ? 
Then on my ſelf, my more than helliſh act 
I thus Revenge. [| Draws his Dagger, which Axalla wreſts from him. 
Ax. Dear Sir. 
Arſ. *Twas friendly done : 
For I confeſs a death fo quiet, and 
So ſhort, had been a Balm to eaſe my Heart, 
Rather than puniſhment to expiate 
My great offence; to die? perhaps the News 
Might ſatisfie ſome Relicks of the War, 
That their great Enemy is dead A then? 


What 
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What had I done for Bajaſet 2 what tor 
His ruin'd Houſe, his flaming Pallace ? what 
In lieu of all his pillag'd Scepters, Crowns? 
What for Neri4's wrongs, whole cvery Tear 
Deſervcs a Life? No, no, Axa//z, that 
Which can but once be done, let it be long 
In doing, 
Zan. Dear, my Lord, divert thoſe thoughts 
And go where Piety and Honour call. 
The Royal Slave not brooking his difgrace, 
And yiclding not himſelf to Tamerlane, 
Is molt untaithfully condemn'd to Die. 
Ar/. To Dic > Shall then Nerina's Father Dic : 
Baſcly and poorly be a prey to Fate? 
And leave his weeping Daughter all alone, 
Midft a rade Multitude of Savage Men ? 
Ax. Arſanes cannot think a thought hike that. 
Arſ. No, my Axal/a, haſt we from this place 
With all the {wiftnels of a Love in fear, 
That he ſhall come too late, and loſc the Prize, 
The Beautcous Prize, for which all that have Souls 


Muſt needs be Rivals; Guide me, O my Stars, 


* Shorten my Journcy to my Paradiſe. 


By all my hopes Nerind's Father lives; 
Then ſnatching to my felt the Glorious Prize, 
ile reap the Fruit of all my Victories. [ Exennt, 
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ACT II. Scene I. 


Bajaſet 7s diſcover'd on a Scaffold, an Executioner with a 
Axe, and others with Hallbirds, Swords, &c. 


Enter Tamerlane, Mandricard, Odmar, Abdalla. The Executioney 
2 being about to ſtrike Enter in hat Arſanes, and Axalla. 


Ar. Old, ſtay thy bloody hand, I charge thee ſtrike not. 
HH Tarr. What bold Invader dares oy nrermendid 
| Speak, ſay, what art ? | 
Arſ. Lay down, O mighty Prince! 
A little of thy Thunder, and Ile ſpeak. 
O thou to whoſe high care Heavindothintruſt 
The Rule of Nations, Monarch of the Earth, 
So may you Laurels bear from either Pole, 
As you to them ſhall peaceful Olives joyn, | 
And in your Conqueſts God-hke Mercy ſhew. \#| 
Tan. The Accent of that Voice I ſurehave known ; Tt 
Nor am Iunacquainted with that Face : 'V: 
All day I could with patience hear thy Story. q 
Arſ; Not to recount the Changes of my Life, 'W 
Which but for one, one only happy Fate — | qt 
Does notdetervea Name yet, Sir, Ile tell you, x 
'Glpry in that Fate, and to have done 
z5yal Service, is a Noble Bliſs. 
Tam. By all my Lawrels the Triumphant Stranger! 
O Prince ! for I conſider thee no leſs ; 
What ſhall I, what Reward canI repay 
To thy great Vertue? 
Arſ. Not a Thirſt of Wealth, 
Or Sacred Famine of Reward, or yet 
A vain Ambition to commend my, Deeds, 
Made me preſume to meet your Royal Eyes. 
But ſince, Great Sir, you do eſteem my Acts 
Worthy a price, O hear the Prayers I make ; 
C 2 by 
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By Alba, by the Soul of Mahomet, 
By the ne'r-cancelV'd Bond of your {trict Vow 
In Heay'ns bright Eye, I do conjare thee ſpare 
The Roval Capuvcs Lite. - 

Tam. Thou cor d'{t not ak 


4 I 


. A thingbut this, we cou'd not grant. 


Arj. O Hecav'n ! | 
If with a Princes Life you needs mult Seal 
The Glory of your Conquelt, rip theſe Veins, 
And draw what Bluod 1 lett in expiation 
For his dear Life —-- Oh hold menot in doube, 
Tun. Did | but think I did the Slave a favour. 
Spight of my Vow by Heav'n he ſhou'd not hve ; 
But as 'tis that he tears tar worſe than Death, 
I by one Act will wilely ſatisf1c | [AB be. 
This Strangers hopes, and glut my own Revenze, 
Yes he ſhall live remove the Fatal Pomp, 
And lead him to our Palace 3 but know, Slave, 
Tis to this generous Prince thou ow {t thy Lite. 
Baj. For me his Pray'rs3. ye Stars ſhed ruine on him, 
Beg im my Cauſe? Precacious Foo], be tilent. [ To Arſ. 
Ha ! Villain ! why's my Fate ſolong delay*d, [ To the Exce. 
Is the Axe not ſnarpenough? or am I held 
Here to be gaz'd at fora \lark, a Shew, 
A Property to pleale the Idle Vulgar? 
Strike Villain, or Fle fpurn thec into Aſhes, 
Ha, ha: ha, ha, OI could burtt with Jaughter, - 
To ſce thele Apes, thele miſtaken Fools, ; 
Who think they have been gencrousand kind, f 
While they are dully cruel; Tyrant, bluſh, 
And know. wer't thou my Slave, thus would I glut 
My felt winh vengeance on thee, fo farewell, 


; And lome Plague terze thee e're we mect again. ” [ Is led off; 
lam. Thus to your Prayers we facrifice our Juſtice, | 
And to your mighty Merits our Revenge. [ To Arſan. 


Arſ. Thus at your Royal Feet I caſt my (cf, 
And may thofe Pow'rs that rais'd and guard your Throne 
Reward you forthis greateſt higheſt favour, 
For which I vow you cverlaſting Service. 

Am. Hail, O great Soul of War, matchleſs in Might! 


Oc 
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Odm. Fair Guardian Angel of the Scythian Throne, 
Abd. Deſire of Nations, Bulwark of this State. 
Arſ. Your Vaſlal, Princes, knows not to bear 
Theſe loads of Praiſe, unable to repay 
Your noble kindneſs ev'n in Thanks. 
Mar. So may | 
You always knit freſh Lawrels to your Bron, 
As we to you our 7xrkiſþ Conquelts owe. 
Tam. "Tis true, I as a Warrior muſt adore 
. Thee in thy Vertues, thy Succeſs admire, 
Thy Actions love, reward thy Loyalty. 
But ſomething nearer callsthee to my Breaſt, 
tamps thy dear Image on my Soul, and tells me. 
There is a mightier reaton for my love | 
Than any I have yet alledged, O Nature, 
My Eyes, my Heart, both challenge thee, my Son ! | 
Ar}. Father, it I may dare to uſe that Name Pulling off his diſeniſc. 
Behold your wretched Son, your Darling once; 
. Now lc{s than Stranger to you, baniffyd, ſpoil'd 
Of all my Honours, Father, Country, Name, 
By their vile Arts, who with falle Counſels aravd 
Againſt my Innocence your mildeft Nature. 
Here could Lwith I were forever fix'd,. - 
Here breath my laſt, and leave my fiying Soul. 
Tam. Ye Powrs, my SOn, the wrong Arſaxes here! 
Heay'n knows with what regret I rob my Throne of 
$5 great a Pillar, my Kingdom of fo good 
A Prince; Heaven knows how I have mourn thy abſence, 
An curs'd my fond belict to buty Flatterers. 
Cre:l.t me, Prince, I always thought thee injur'd. 
O42, O damn'd, deceitful, ſpightiul Queen of Chance: 
Mar. Hell, that I as a Batilisgk cou'd dart 
Poiſon from my Eyes, and blot his growing Greatnels, [| Afde.. 
ſum. O Mandricard ! my other Blefling, ſhare 
This maſs of Joy that fills my heaving Breatt. 
Aur, And can the Stranger prove ſo near a Friend ? 
A Brother? Oh that Name! Now by my Arms, 
If ever hate were grounded in my Þreaft, | 
You Va'iant Deeds have diipotlefs'd it all, 
Such Vertue ner can find an Encmy :; [ Imbraces el 
OW. 
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Now all the tubtileſt Plagues of Hell prevent thee. | [ Abde 


Arf. O happy day ! rhe whiteſt of my Lite, 

Tam, A!l whoare preſcnt at thisSolemn Meeting, 
Penold your Prince, your wihd for Prince Arſares 3 
In whoſe juſt Cauſe you have ſo often nmtinrd, 

And evn atlaiPd our Throne tor his revenge. 
Receive, take, ſhare with me his Royal Heart, ' 

And withloud ſhouts of Joy accompany 

Us to our Palace : Thus trom their ſad Urn 

Fhy Phons Vertucs to new Glortes burn. { Exenrt. 


Odmar manet (clus. 


O47. Furics and Death, and all the Family 
Or dark Internal Pow'rs, can you fee, 
So tamely teeme your Chict Inſtrument 
Sworn to your Ceunſels, ſo loſt, fo fuccelsJcls? 
For this ? 
Havel trodin all Paths that Hell-ward led 2? 
Has Envy loſt her Snakes, and Fraud forgot 
Her Art? Is Malice fatisfid fo ſoon 
To glare, and ſnar!, and not deſtroy ? for this 
Have Guilty Thoughts diſturb'd my Nights, and Blood 
Started my Soul 1n Fancics, broke my Sleeps. 
Bled the Kings Son committed to my charge, 
An lIntant to no purpoſe ; 1s 1t nothing 
That my Therrzre ſupplies his Place, and Name ? 
But doth Arſares {till prevent us? Nay, 
He's grown much jygher by his fall : our Plots 
To tread him doxwnto Earth have mounted him 
Above the Clouds. This mutt not on, again _ 
Bram whet thy fweet Invention, winle be climbs, 
That Le may tall, and fet the World in Flames. F Ex#. 


Alſteria's Apartment. 
Alteriaz, £Laz4a, 
Aſt. Give, give my Paſſion vent, or I ſhall burſt : 


Yes, yes, ye Pow rs 'twas he, 'twas Adanaxas 


That 
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That ruind me, my Father, Country, all, 

'Tis the ſamecharming Tongue moves Tamerlane, 
That caught Neriza's Heart, juſt fo he wepr, 

And knelt, and pray for Mercy at my Feet 

For his own Lite; as tor my Fathers, now 

[Tis the ſame Rival of Ardronicus, | 

The ſame Triampher ore the Grecian Slaves, 
{arkey deſtroy'd. I and this faithleſs Man, 
Crown'd with the Pleafures of a Smiling Field, 
While we each others Story did relate 
Sotenderly, and with ſo much concern, 
Promiſcuoully we gave our Hearts away, 

Born on the Wings of interchang'd Diſcourle. 
Then firſt we figh'd and (mild, and ſmil'd and figh'd, 
And look'd, and wonder, and diſcours'd again, 
While the young God ftood laughing on the Plain, 
And wonderd at our Sympathy of Souls. 

Wou'd you believe it 2 This ſame Under-Lover, 


This very Adanaxm, trom the World, 


Fromal!l Mankind, was chole to work my ruine. 
Zay. Has he not fav'd your Captiwe Fathers Lite? 
AiF. Did henot make him fo? O trifling Comfort! 
How now, what Air, what Heav*n 1s this, what Sky. 
What Country ? whither am I lcd ? alals, 
What amT now become? Still, {till my Eyes 
3chold thoſe various Images of Death, 
And Fatal Ruine they in Prutia faw. 
All pale, and (hiv ring there my Mother les, 
And there my Royal Brother bleeding groans 3 
All this and more this dear, this traytrous Man, 


This ſmiling faiſe Deceiver has pertorm'd. 


To theme Arlanes, Axalla. 


Ax. Scethere, my Lord, and think on what your Fricad, 
Advisd you to. 


Ar. 1 ſee my Heav'n near, | 
Am raviſh'd withthefight, wiſh, and admure, 
Court and hope, yet dare not enter mn 
With ſuch a clog of gailt wcumberd round, 


4% 


bd 
© | 
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I tremble at the Preſence of my Jac ge. 

Ax. If G nquett were a Crime it was the Gods, 
Not yours; nor can ſhe blame your hidden fate 3 
How full of Fears is Love? 

Asf. Blefls me my _—_ 

Oh Pm betray?d, look, Zazdyz, fec that Man, 

Oh Ict us hkn thar five caring. perjur'd Man, 

And never Ict me trufr my Heart agam. 
Arſ. Madam -—-— 
Ajt, What mcan: 


this tude Atlault 2 
Arf. Thus low I tail 


' To Beauties and to Mercics Shrine, while from 


Ther Oracle I learn my Lite or Death, 
Preſent Detpair or Happineſs. 

Aft. Expount 
Thetlc Riddles: Heav'n ! 

Arſ. Ha! am Igrown ſo ſtrange 
Soalterd, neither known, nor underſtool> 
Or rathi-r are you lo tor; rerful grown ? | 
If fo, let theſe recall your Memory, | A Bracelet. 
The Tender Labour of Your buſic Love: 
This witneſs of your Vows. 

4/3. What ſhall I ſay, or do? 


Ui; rratctul \lan! — — but let me not recall 
My Grief with Words, and [t: \b iny bl: eeding Wounds. 
The Gods revenge my Injuries —— | Is going out, 


Ar/. Oh hear 
Your Guilty Penitent his Crime confels. 

Af. Some weak Evaſion, or deluding Fables 
Oh what cxculc, or wile, can you invent, 
lo recompence of all my Sutferings ? 

Arſ. Her every word a bleeding Heart-ſ{tring cuts, 
Her every Tcar a Veins your Sutferings ? 
Oh caft on me the burden of 'em all 3 
For I can bear for my Neriza's quiet 
The Pains of Hell, with Heav*nly delight. 

A5t, Tl fall I truſt fo known an Enemy. 

Arſ; An nemy ! what Horrors ſeize my Soul ? 
Oh clear, clear me of that wretched Name. 
Who could have thought the Ridling Fates had meant 


I 


ameriane the OC1e7t. 
I ihowd have {ind in bringing help to him: 
Who gave me birth? 

AF. Tis plain yotfhave betray'd, 

For empty Duty have betray*d your Love. 
What Name could make Nerina to forget 
Her Adanaxus thus -—— ? ah cruel Man! 

Arſ: Forget you? hadT drunk dull Lethe dry, 

Its Waters had on me wrought ſmall effect. 
Nerina always was, 1s preſent here, 

My Mind, my Soul is nothing but Neriza. 
This very umpious Act was for Nerina, 
When loſing her, I ſought 1n dreadful Battle 
My long wilt?d End. 

Aft. Excuſes are but vain 
For by your Actions I your kindneſs weigh, 

Captivity, and ſhameful Bands are all 
The mighty Gifts of your proteſted Vows. 
Have Inot heard you fay ? yes, I have heard, 
To me the Tribute of the World was due, 
How fit I was to be a Queen, how well 
A Diadem wou'd with my Beauty Suit. 

Arſ” Oh my Nerina, it I then muſt ſtand 
Guilty of all the malice of the Stars, 

And what great Heav®n decreed, if it be nothing 
Fhat by my Pray*rs your Royal Father lives : 
Yet ſure Pye lov'd, and for your love deſpis'd 
All dangers, oppos'd Princes in your Cauſe; 
Witneſs the Fury of Andronicas 3 

Nerina may remember too ſome Months 
Impriſonment, harſh Chains, and hardeſt uſage. 

Aft. How quickly pafles a Womans Rage that loves! | 4ſede. 
Now could I lay on Fortune all his Crimes, | | 
Oh Adanaxus but I have been wrong*d. [ Turning from him. 

Ar{. Then Heavn o'retake me with thy (wiftelt Juſtice 3 
While from your Mouth here beg leave to die. | 

Aft. Oh how I melt to Tenderneſs and Love! 

I cannot now difſemble with my Heart, 
Nor curb my Paſſion with a ſeeming Fiercencls. 
Ah, my dear Lord _ 


Arſ. Pronounce the Fatal Sentence, 


D A5i, While 
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20 amerlane time Urear, 
As. While your Nerina lives you muſt not die, 
Your Lite 1s Jink*d with hers. 
Arf. And can I hope : 
For Abſolution? 
Af. It vowre any Faith, 
See, ſec it Seald, while I due Thanks repay 
To Heav” n, which has rc{tor?d my deareſt Lord ; : 
By this one Gift my Stars have recompenc'd me. , 
tor Mother, Brother, Father. Country, 2. - 

Arſ. Sach wordsas thele mind with that Grace of Speech, [ 
Wow'd charm the praying Hermite from his Cell, : 
And draw the rigid Cynick's Heart to Love. | 

At. Butlee, weare obſerv'd — | Miandricard paſſes over the Stuge. 

Arſ. * Is M. mdricard, | 
That Raven boes 1ll Fate. 

Maz. Ha ! what fo cloſe 
BIlling > believe me Brother, ?tis too much. 

AsF. Did not you mark his black diforder'd Looks ? 

Between his gnaſhing Tecth what ſilent Curles 
He mutter*d forth, "and threatned us with Frowns ? 
Arſ. Though he were arm'd with Lightning we'd not fear. 


Aſt. Again then we mult part 
Arſ. So willingly 2? 


Aft. Part now to mect agam with greater Toys, 
More Rav hing Dclights; mean while we "| live 


On hope. 

Ari. And nouriſh Nature v,1th the Thoughts 
Ot Joys: to Cone 3 now drive thy Chariot, 1 ime, 
bent on the Wings of all the Winds ; 


'Lh 


_— — 


Incun 
Nor ceafz Uy flying Pages to maintain, 


Whilc 1 and my Nerina mect 422117 [ Exeunt. 


A Garden belonging to the Palac 
Mandricard aloze. 


Af. Dull, Coward Heart, weak Fleſh, and what is wore, 


A Mind ambitious, yet without revenge. 


Rile, Mardricard, let not thy Glory fink 


In yan Complaints, and feeble Murmurings. 
By 


- CITE. 


By this I ſhow'd have filPd the World with Ruine, 
And on its Fall my early Glory built : 

By all my Fury I cou'd laugh to feel 

The rum'd Palace cruſh my burthen'd Limbs, 

So that Arſares might partake my Fate. 


To lim Odmar, Abdalla. 


Odm. A happy Morning to my Gracious Lord ! 
Man. Gods, that live to ſec this hatetill day ! 
No Serpent wing'd, or Dragon-breathing-flame 
Cou'd raife my Soul to this unbounded rage, 
As doth A4rjanes Preſence; O ye Furies 
Prepare fome ſudden deadly Peſt to blaſt him. 
Odm. He's tid, and now to blow him into Flames 
Buſie, my Lord, and full of rowling thoughts? 
Max. Doſt thou not ſce Revenge hang on my Brow ? 
Od. Divide the heavy burthen of your Breaſt, 
And witneſs for me, Hell, there's not a Path 
That leads to your Ambition, vaſt deſires, 
Your Odmar dares not tread to make you happy, 
Though with the fatal hazard of his Life. 
Abd. Speak but the word, and Pm a true born Son 
Of Scythian breed, can ſtrangle, poiſon, kill, 
When e're your Intereſt ſhall arm my Fury. 
Man. Now theſe are Men according to my wiſh, [ Aſide, 
Firſt ſwear to keep the Secret 
Both. Shou'd 1t be 
To blaſpheme Mahomet, we ſwear. 
Moan. Why ſticks 
My Tongue to ſpeak the happy Deed my Mind 
Long ſince has acted? were you bred in Blood, 
And nurs'd with Milk of Tygers, have you each 
Murder*d your Thouſands? | 
Abd. All my Life has been- 
But a continual practice how to kall 
Moſt filent, and moſt ſure, 
Odm. 1 from my Youth | | | 
Have converſant in Plots. and Treaſ@ns been, 
And artfully have ſtudy'd by the fall 
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Of Mien above me, how to raiſe my {elt 
To trghelt Place, aud Power. 
"rf luſtruments 
As tit as Hell cou d make, for my Dengn. 
How long (hall I, like ſome vile Shrub beneath 
A ty rcading ; Oak. ſtand overſhadow d by 
drjaves mighty Pow' r? 
Al.d. Bocs 1 It hit there? this Stecl 
Has entrcd Braſs, and cut through Coats of Maul, 
And will {TV {t1!] to Jop or branch or fo' 
From that twll Oak. 
din. Wi take 1t-by the Roots. 
Man. His Heart. 
Odm. And drink his Blood. 
Abd. And cat the Corte. 
Mun. Like Turtars (poke; the Means? 
Abd. By torce of Arms. 
Od. By Stratagem, Fate-working Stratagem. 
Then firſt the Caprive » Princel; to deceive 
Muſt be our carc, that the in ſpight of all 
The tenicrncts ke to Arjares bears, 
Le brought into your Arms a Glorious Prey. 
Mum. That ſerves but for one half of my revenge, 
That for my Love, but what for my Am! bition 2 
Ode. Iorbave nv fooncr thought, but I have acted : 
Lyes arc the {reps by which black Treaſon climbs 
Contedcracy with Turl cp, Mark Deligns 
With B.g.4ct, and contraces with the Princels. 
Is Head , that Hand can fail in no Atterpr. 
Abd. VWhere you the Platform lay, Tfwear to build. 
Man. My Novie Lords, now you are Friends indeed, 
[ envy not Ar/ares now with all 
His crowd of ſupple Flatterers, that cringe 
An4 buz about his new-rcviving Greatneſs; 
Let them ſpeak Friendthip which you act, and now 
To our great Chargcs ſilent as the night, 
And haſh'd as our Dull Zns, we go; Farewell. | Excrrt O'lm. Abd. 
Tis ſure, theſe Men with Tray terous Deligns 
To the deftruftive part may-much avail. 


But on what Ground to build my happy Love, 


And 
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And how to gain the Fair A#teria's Heart, 
Inſtruct me, Aſba3 O Prince, 'tis enough, 
gs thou ſ{ee'ſt to gain her mortal hate, 
That by thy curſed Hand her Brother fel; 
What will ſhe ſay 2 -—— but oh what canſt thou ſay 
In thy excuſe? when by thy Helliſh Arts 

She hears Arſares baſely, poorly Murderd? 
Yet, Mardricard, cheer up thy drooping Spirits, 
She loves the Man that ſought her Fathers ruine, 
By Heav'nher Brothers Murd'rers leſs in fault. 
'Tis fix'd; and on that hope I build my BliGs, 


To hinz If patia, 


Ii. I wou'd not harbour ſuch a jealous thought® 
Within my Breaſt; can Murdricard prove falſe 
To his Ijpatia, O uncqual Gods! 
Prevent this miſchict; what dilaſtrous chance 
Has ſummon'd me to this unhappy p'ace 
With Eycsand Ears, toſee and hear his falſhood, 
To which my Soul coud never credit give? 
But yet Ile (mother it, andtry if words, | 
With all the force of Tears, may turn his mind. 
Health to my Noble Lord, Great Mardricard, 
How fares your Highneſs ? 

Mawr, Well, Iſpatia, well, 
The better that I hear thee ask me ſo; 
But I am bufie now, leave me, Þpatia. 

13. My Lord! 

Mar. I prithce leave mc, 

We ſhall have idle hours enough for Love. 
lp. How, my dear Lord? l little did expe 
To meet you thus on this Irumphant Day. 

Man. Blame then the Fates, not me. 

Ip. Doth any Wound 
Dilturb your Reſt, my Lord? If fo, behold 
Your weak Phyſitian, do not fcorn my help. 


Mar. Thanks to your care, your 4 andricard is whole. 
1p. My Care? Otrifling word —— He ſhou'd have caſt. 


Away that cool Endearment on the Crowd 


NN age. 
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That fawn'd, and welcom'd himvat his return. 
Are ail my loneit 1g Wilkes cometo this ? 
And isit, is it thus, 1 muſtreceive YOu, 
[; this the Fruit of all my carly Moans, 
End Midozht-tighs; whan ſhall t hope for Reſt 
[f I mult nozy deſpair? 

Mn, The Curics of 
A Wie are molt untuficrable, now cou'd I 

Ip. Are not my broken Slumbcrs worth a Look ? 
Not one kind word forall my long Complaints * 
One Smile won'd be as nauch as-l dare claim, 
Though I cou'a with for Milons. 

Man. Give me leave 
I pruthce torepole my tclf a while; 
{I will acid a fretit, and (tronger Lite to I] ove. 
Heavns | 15 the {enſelets 2 

{p. And can Acqndricard 
(hink me unwilling to partake his Griet 
ThatlI hayc always done; and when I heard 
Of any Princes Fac, half dead with fear. 
L ſten'd with impatience for the Truth 
Ot all the Story ot my Lite or Death, 
Lcſt Mardricard ſhou'd prove that napick s Pri:tce. 
but ſtiitholc fears did joytully deccive 
My Heart, reviving with the welcome News, 
The dear, dear hopes of ſecing you again, 


So Great, 10 Glorious ! 
M1. Oh that my inward Pray'rs 
Cou'd move with pity ſome relenting Pow 
io raiſe a Mountain, or a Sea betwixt us 
And ſnatch me trom the Daggers of her Tongue. 
Ip. Believe me, Prince, you over-load my Soul 
With Thoughts of what ſhou'd move ſuch diſcontent. 
Knowing the 1 innocency of my Breaſt. 
Mar. Your not in fault, 1patia, give me leave 
To think on thoſe who are. 
Ijp. It to be treed. 
From your Tſpatia's company be. Reſt, 
Then Ile not rob you of thoſe pleaſing Minutes; 


Though I could willingly tor Ages gaze 


ameriane the 


Ore all that Field of awful Majeſty, 

And wonder how it ever open lay 

To entertain fo poor, ſo mean a Love. 

I go, my Lord, and leave you to your Reſt; 
For which I would all Joy, all Bliſ reſign, 
Your Reſt which-me delights, for it is mine. 


Treat, 


Mar. So, 1s ſhe gone at laſt, then farewell Wife, 


And welcome Love, -thou higheſt Blis of Life. 
While through my Rivals Heart I cut my way, 
And with a Miſtreſs my paſt dangers pay. | 
And this fond Wretch ſhall the ſweet War begin, 
 Arſanes (hall conclude the Bloody Scene, 
Fle, while they groan-in death, enjoy my Queen. 
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Ipatia {ola, 


Es 


Hp. { YE gone, he's Hed hke Water.ſhrunk away, 


When every atron iprighttully with freſh Joys, 
And every Virgin tull of harmleſs mirth, 

Share the glad Paſtimes of this happy day; 
Happy to- all but me, whom one wou'd think 

[Its Triumphs molt concern'd, fince Maxdricard 
Bears all its mighty weight'of crowding Honours, 
The haughty Conqueror: Tartary adores, 4 
Yet aſter all his far-blown:Vidories, _ 

| bluſh to ſay this Great, this Glorious Man: | 
Is vanquilh'd, vanquithd:even by hw{Slave, ! 
And wears the Fetters'of?a. Captive Maid. ++» 
But ſure I have miſconſtrued altlthe ſaid ; 


He did but try me; my. Lyes'dazeled... ' 9:13) aflr 
When I beheld his Geltures, when!ſ'thouphr: / 5:14 -- 


t fee him frown, Fle not believe. my Fhougs, !';. - 


Poor Womens Thoughts are wandring Jealaulies; - 
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# The more | {trove to hold him faſt ; Curſt Fate? 
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We fancy, dream, and real things ſuppoſe. 
Yet go thou lilent trial of my Fate, 


[ The Letter. 


_ Her il aGters I've here exactly drawn, 


And every Letter ſubrilly have copy d, 

Which might I think decetve Arjares 1f E 

Which hc might ſee, and not perceive: the Cheat. 

But oh why do 1 thus Qelay my \Wiihcs ! / 

Within there, Hamzeh, truity Slave, appcar. { Enter 'Hamzch. 
Ham. Nloſt Honour Princeſs, what's your great Command : ? 
Ip. Provide ths Letter carctull y be lent, 

As trom Afteria, to your Royal Lord, | 

Be gon2 3 and wing to Mandricard your way, — : 

Fach minute ſeems an hour, each hour a day. \ | Exenunt, | 


The - Pal T2TE. 
Enter Tamerlane, Odmar, Abdalia, 


Tum. Make me believe as {aon the Stars are fa]. 
Abd, Yet. Sir, with any but a Fathers Eyes 
Black diſcontent 1s ſeen to hover ore 
His darken'd Brow, his wild unſtable Looks 


May render hm ſutpitious. 


Tam. Wath thy Mouth 

Thou foul Fomenter of ſuggeſted Lies, 

And poinck Deceit, think not you, Slaves, 

Wer iznorant from whom this Metlage comes. 
Abd. Sce what your Plotang comes to. [ To Odmar a/de. 
Odnm. Drcaded Prince! 


_ Tins Tongue was never known to fill your Ears 


With painted fraud, and poiſonous decett, 

My Coun'els hitherto ev'n you have thought 

Loyal and awiſc, an grave as Ciceros, 

And have preſerv'd your Hapvinels as much 

As Iis did Roxres — Fer; Sir, your Slave 

Contcties all his ProjeQts had been vain, 

Had] not your Vertuc perte&ed thoſe Attions, 

Of which we but the bare Idea ſhew'd, | « 
Ava, Whar's all this to Arſams? [ Aſede. 
11. Sp2ak thy Thoughts, | 

And 
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And do not flatter, nor thy felf;-nor me, 

Thy Words fly wide from all thy former Senſe; 

Thou nam'dſt Arſares, tedious Slave, proceed. 
Od, Now witneſs for me all ye Pow'rs Divine, 

And thou that know't the Secrets of my Heart, 

Puniſh me ſtrangely, Alha; if I'fpeak _ 

Ought that I feard to ſpeak before the Altar 

Or ſiyear it on the Alcoran for truth. | | 


Abd. He's at his Pray'rs now, ſure his Conſcience bites him, 


Heav'n, he'l confeſs, we're rumn'd, 
Tam, Odmar, riſe, VT; 
Give me but patience, Gods, to hear him out. 
Od. Though loath, I muſt unfold the burning Secret, 
Both for my Conſcience, and my Country's ſake 
The proud Arſares, jealons of the Love 
You ſhow deſervedly to Mardricard, 
Bears mighty Projects in his lab'ring Brain, 
Envy, Revenge, with all that nat'ral hate 
He ows his Brother, ſtir him up againſt 
The Laws of Man, and Nature ; his Ambition 
Flies Sir no lower a pitch, than at your Crown. 
Abd. Ha! I begin to find him, he talks Senſe ! 
Tam. Now, Villain, give me Proof, ſubſtantial Reaſon, 
For what the poiſon of thy Gall has vented, 
Or elſe by Heav*n thou dy't, 
Abd. Ha! goes it ſo; | 
Villain, and Dzath! Plague of your Stratagems. 
 Odm. Scars will remain after their Wounds are whole; 
The higheſt Palaces ſtand moſt to view, 
And are moſt look?d at, when their Luſtre fades. 
Arſanes cannot brook his late diſgrace, 
And thou forgiven, bluſhes with diſdain 
That he was baniſh'd ; ſcarce an hour ago 
The Valiant Mundricard 1n Pious Swt 
Sought Reconcilement with his raging Brother. 
Ad. This does not ſound like truth, it has no face 


Of Probability. | [ 79 Odm. 


Odm. When in a lone 
And vacant place we found your Royal Son. _ 
But oh how chang'd from what he fain woud icem, 
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Muſe ring up ſuch a train of Tmpwuwuswords; þ 
And bitter curſes; Heavin, wecou'd ſcarce Wag 
It had been he; but ſtrait approaching nigher, 

We over-heard lym an amurmuring Tone 

Say thus; Thc Houfe'of! Ottorzax ſhall joon regain 
(ts Empire by th "at Arm it newly tell ;: | 
Hearing all thi:, the pious Mixdnicail 

Came near, fal ed low the proud Arſares; 

He frown'd, and lifted high his haughty Head, 

Then flung aw ay, and left us in amazement. 

Tam. *I vas done asto his well-known Enemies, 
And, Travtor, was it not that Loyal Son, 
That brave Ar{anes © (whom by Heav'n I'm proud 
That he ſhould call me Father ) wast not he, 

Who ſpight of all the baſe 1ndignities, 

Under whole load hetunk to bamſhment, 

Came with new Strength ſo woridertully fierce ? 
So unexpected was all kind of Saccour, 

Not one among our gazing Troops, 

Scarce I my ſ£1t, but thought him Mahomet. 

Odm. Too wall, dread Prince, he tought, it all were known, 
He has already halt eclipsd your Fame, 

Witneſs all Tartary, which bowing.low, 

Kifles the very Ground on which he treads. 

Io not you hcar A-/zres mighty Name 
rccho'd through ev cry Street, Jong live Ar{ancs, 
A Thoutand Voices evn in your Courrt reply, 
While Tamerlare mult ſtand neglected by, 

And wait upon the Triumpis of his Son. 

Abd. By Hell thou art the very Soul of lying. 

Cam. Nay morel tear, ut 1s no ; falſe report, 
The ſpecious Acts he wrought m your defence, 

Cut but his way into your Peoples Hearts, 
And a wide Path to his Ambition made. 
This | may lately ſwear, my Lord, he's talc. 
Abd The fame fwear I. 

Tam, You both arc Villains, 

Falſe, treacherous, perjurd, damn'd Villains, 
Whote {potteu Souls regard not Innocence, 
| Nor Conſcience trembles, when you dare accuſe it. 


And 
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And now to let you know how little Faith 
Your ſeeming Counſels ax upon. my Soul, - # 
Call here the Prince Arſangs —< ſpight of yours 
And Mandricards more hateful Policies, | 

Ple Crown his Vertue with Rewards fo large, 
Shall raiſe your envy high, as tshis Fate, 


Enter Arſanes. 


Come to my Arms my beſt, my Loyal Son, 
Let me embrace thee all, my long-with'd Joys | 
At laſt are come; ne my bettenfſelf :',. 
Sce there the Authors of thy former xvoes, | {3:0 
See them, that wou'd renew thy Miſeries;z x 
Villain, is this a Face ſhews diſcontent, 
What wild unſtable looks arc here, what frown, 
What geſture that may render him ſuſpected ? 
Ar/. 1always thoughtthoſe Men my Enemies: 
Yet I confeſs, Great Sir, I have defery'd 
All that theirenvy or your juſter wrath 
Have made me ſuffer : For whom ere he be 
So juſt a Prince thinks falſe, or but ſuſpects, 
By Heav'n he's falſe 5 nay then 'tisaCrime, 
A Crime unpardonable in innocence 
To ſay ſhe's wrong 'd. 
Abd. He has a Tongue as ſmooth [ To Odmar aſide. 
As yours, pray Heav'n it may but prove as fatal. | 
Tam. You falſe, believe me; nor thy Conqueror 
Your injurd Vertue claims a Recompence 
So large, with guilty thoughts I bluſhing hear, 
That now to {hare that Empire you have fav'd, 
With that your Arms have won, will be a light. 
An empty Offering to your vaſt'deſerts; 
Men ſtile us Sczthians barbarous and wild, 
But I appeal to the Immortal Pow'rs, 
IF ever Rome 1n all her Pomp cou'd ſhow 
An Act like what Ar/ares has perform'd. 
An Act ſo good, Athens wou'd bluſh to hear, 
As wanting fit example to compare. | 
An Act to brave the Heroes from their Orbs. 
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The famous Scnate of unconquer'd Minds, 
Start back, and think their Glory faintly won, 
So much Arſares has ſurpaſs'd their Deeds. 
An Ad —— 
Ar(,' Of which I thought the inſolence 
Might rather raiſe your Anger, than your Love, 
To ſee an Exil'd Save, who durſt return 
Uncall d to ſhare the Trophies of your Fame. 
Yet let me plead but this in my detence, 
My Duty to fo juſt a Father, arid 
So good a Prince, work'd high my raviſh'd Soul, 
Nor could my Blood be chilld with outward tear, 
* Or inward grief, but boyling in my Veins, 
As one ſhow'd ſay 'twas part of Tamerlanes, 
Stir'd me to go where Fame and Daty call'd. 
Abd. Ruin'd as handſomely as Hell cou'd wiſh us. 
Tam. Now im the Face of thy wortt Enemies 
' Recave the highelt Honours we can give 3 
Let looſe thy vatt Ambition, let it fly 
At Riches, Honour, Love, or once at all. 
Your Wor ſhall guide our Heart, your Wiſhes bind 
Our Will; your Pray'rs command what ere they crave, 
Ask, and bcheve it granted ere you ſpeak. 
Abd. Now cou'd I cut thy Throat inſtead of his. [ To Odm. 
Arſ. Lawrels, ani Crowns are Tamerlanes alone, 
And the Rich Entrails of the Golden Earth 
S-ryve but to fill the Luſtre of his Name. 
[t is, Great Sir, a hght Requeſt I make, 
And yet in my elteem worth Worlds, fo great 
A Prize the fair Ai/friz ſeems to me, 
That were I ſeated on the Srythian Throne, 
With ſwarms of Tributary Kings about me, : 
And ſubject Princes waiting my Commands, 
by all my withes I thoud ſcarce enjoy 
One moments re{t, without the beauteous Bride. 
{am. Ye Gods, that ever ſuch antipathy 
Shou'd be unicd ; Oh cou'd I but taſte 
The theepy Waters of dull Lethe's Lake, 
That | nught now forget thoſe hateful words. - 
I tel) thee. Prince, thy fond Requeſt is vain, 
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Which nor conſiſts with Duty, nor with Honour. 
She 1s thy Enemy, Arſanes, ceaſe 
To think of her. 

Od. Take Heart, Abdala, lee, 

The Prince 1s Planet-{truck, and Tamerlaxe 
Purſues his rune. 

Arſ” Duty bids me not | 
Diſpute your dread Commands, yet I muſt blame 
The coldneſs of my Stars, and too hard Fate. 

Tam, It is not fancy ſure diſturbs my mind, 
And leads my wav'ring thoughts to jealouſie; 
Yet I coud ſhun thee now, Ar/anes, here 


Thy dark Requeſt ſticks deep: Farewell, and when 


You make your next, if not as a Son, 
Ask what is fitting for a Friend. 

Abd. 'Tis juſt, 
As Hell and we cou'd wiſh. 

Od. Now 1s our time, 

To {hed out all our Potfon on his Soul, 
Which Heav'n nor Arſares may controul. 

Arſ. Now from a taireſt Heay*n of ſureſt hope 
Am | thus faln? O ſudden turn of Fortune ! 
Quite ruin'd ere I ſcarce perceiv'd a Change. 
Thus ſtands ſome mighty Tower, the Talegk of 
A Nation, ſhooting up her lofty Head 
Above the Clouds, gazd and wonder'd at, 

But in a moment tee to Afhes turn'd 

Its totring pride on ſome baſe Traytors Guilt, 
And ſcarce the marks of all its Glory left. 

Thus But oh the Star that guilds my days. 
She comesz and now my fading ſorrows pals, 
Like ſhowry Clouds betore the Glorious Sun. 


Enter Aſteria, 


Aſt. My deareſt Lord, ſo may you find all Joys 
My Heart can wilh you, as you ſhall untold 
The Myſtick Secret of that fad Complaint 
Juſt now you ſent to Heavn. 

Arſ. Moſt 1mptous were I 
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| Exit, 


[ Exenrt, 
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Of fulleſt pleatures hanging o're your Brow, 
Thoſe endiols Comiorts baking | in your Eves, 
And ail the Ch arms v hich wait upon your Smile, 
Ungratctully and tooitſhly _ [a1n. 
Pard n mc ve Pow rs, if I have offended, 
For to Ar{wes you arc wondrous kind, 
Moſt bountitul; who in the fair ering 
All I can ask. all I can with, have givn, 
AS. Yes, Adunixus, we are free to love, 
And T without a crime can give a Heart, 
With Honour, Duty, and a Fathers Will. 
/. What is't I hear ? what ſudden happincts 
Raps my giad Soul ? 
AF. "Tis true, as {trange. 
CI 
.O bits 
CO) Harmony but how the wondrous Change 
Was wrought, dulls all my bufte thoughts to "euch, 


AR.TT hen firſt 1 knelt, and wept, and kifgd his Feet, 


And told how I had been his Darling from 
Ly very Infancy, and what Delights 
My Childith Sports atforded him how dear 
He priz'd my Mother, made him ſenſible 
Of his paſt Joys w ith her, and then conjur'd him 
By her bleſt Aſhes, and Eternal Name, 
To have compadlion ON me. 
Arj. Words like thele 
Woud charm the rav'ning Wolt with hunger pinch'd, 
With a ſtrange ſoftneſs to forego his Prey, 
And 1; ma Im tcnder as the panting Lamb. 
Af. But yet the joyful Grant he had not ſeal d, 
When once again I did embrace his Knees, 
And call'd to his remembrance how he liv d 
By your kind intercefiton, though he fcorns 
The Lite you gave z yet frankly he confels' 
It was a Noble pity in a Mind 
90 ) great as Yours. 
Arſ. Oh the Angelick Sownd ! 
Cou'd yet the moving Argument be vain? 
Aif. It was, my Lord, till turning to a Theme 


Ot 
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Ot more concern, I told himT loy'd, 
How I was lov'd, with what a generous Flame 
You anſwered my Atettions, how by you 
[ was protected from the violence 
Of raſh Ardronicxws; and then he ſmil'd 
And ſaid 'twas nobly done, and as a Lover. - 
Arj. And yet cou'd hedeny ? Oh what remain'd, 
What cou'd you farther urge ? 
Aſt. Your Noble At, 
Your conſtant Vertue, and unviolate Faith, 
How weighing not your wrongs then thick upon you, 
Baniſh'd by your great Fathers jealous rage, 
Your Loyal Vertue ſti]] unſhook, unconquer'd, 
Brought Kingdoms to his Throne, and Layrels to his Head. 
This he was ſtrangely taken with, and loſt 
Much of his fury; wondred, and grew kind, 
And ſwore he cou'd not be a Foe to Vertue 
Of ſo ſublime a Nature, then he roſe, 
And gave a ſoft Command, and charg'd me love you, 
Not as a Prince, not as the Tyrants Son, 
Burt ſomething more than Man, and nearer to the Gods. 
Arſ. Thus kneel kind Angels at the Feet of Heav'n, 
When ready to deſtroy the 1umpious World, 
They with ſoft Pray'rs recall the bolted Thunder, 
And ev'n o're-take the ſwitteſt Lightnings Courte. 
Bleſt that I amin thy moſt charming, ſweet, 
Prevailing Oratory z thus cou'd we move 
but Tamerlares far more obdurate Heart, 
Then were we blcit. 
Aſt. Then were we blelt indeed. 


Enter Tayda confus dly, and in hast. 


Z.13. O diſmal Chance, O fatal Deſtiny ! | 
Aft. What mcans this dreadtul Voice, not Croaking Ravens, 
With Midnight-ſhreiks, ere thus diſturbd my Soul. 
Zay. Your Father —— 4 
Aft. Say, what can his ill-timd Fate, 
Malicious Chance, and inaufpicious Stars, 
Do to advance his full-blown Spring of Sorrow e 
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34 Tamerlane the Great. 
Zaz. Unheard-of Cruelty ! the Faithleſs Tyrant, 


Incensd by your great Fathers haugnty Rage, 
Who hugh 111 Chains, with his Treat Spint frights 
The Jealous King, and with a Priacely {corn 
Vexes his raging Soul ; which to Revenge, 
Fierce Tumerline (OO crucl Artifice! ) 
Lock'd in an Iron Cage his Rival Slave, 
While he in barbarous Triumph mounted on 
His Shoulders to his Chart. 
Arſ. Savage Prince. 
Aſt. O Cruclty ! Oh more than H<lliſh Torment ! 
Lay. [Impatient of his wrongs, the Royal Capuve, 
As he mrouzh Sumarcerda's Strects was lcd 
A publick T rophy 11 his moving Priton, 
Again(t the matly Bars with rage he daſh'd 
His Royal Head, while from the faral Wound 
Gulh'd out that Blood, which long the greateſt Lite 
The World cow'd ever proudly boaſt preſcrv'd, 
Who 1n a Storm of = 
AF. OI taint, I faint, 
Fo hear you out will ſend my Soul away, 
E're I can to his Fate my Duty pay. 
Farewell, my Lord. 
Arſ. O my deareſt Lite, 
Let me, Jet me ſupport thy fai ainting Beauties. 
Aﬀ#. O Adinaxur, now we'r loſt again. 
Arj. Unhappy Fatc! thus ever in our Joys 
A tudden Thunderbolt divides us. [ Exennt jeverally. 


Enter Mandricard alozc nith a Letter. 


- Mb. What ſhall 1 do ? ſhall I not 20? not now ? 
\Vhen thus the true Idea of that Face 
Calls my glad Soy), which we adore in Angels ? 
( Great broad Lle ſing thee in my Lap ) ; | Reading, 
| come, 1 come; Aſteria, Mercnr 'Y, 
Lend me thy winged Buskins, that in thought 
! may in f\yiftnefs penetrate the Air. 
O welcome, welcome be thou to my Soul. 
| kits thee for her ſake, whoſc Ivory Hands 
Have 
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Have deep engravd theſe Golden Charadters. 
To hin Iſpatia nſeer. 
Ijp. So now, Iſpatia, thou haſt view'd his Heart, 


And ſeen it flaming with another Dart ; 
Then to compleat the Sum of all my Pains, 


Death 1s the only Torment that remains. | Exit. b 
Man. To thee, ſweet Saint, I come, 1 fly to thee. f 
But what 1l] Fates have intercepted me ? [ Enter Arlanes. 


Arſanes here ? wou'd Hell it were his Ghoſt, 

Noiv by my Arms a far more welcome fight. 
Yet now for my defence a well-forg'd Lie, 

With a falte ſhew of Penitential Kindneſs, 


Will be moſt exquilite. [ Coming near and bowing to Arſanes. | 
Ar}. What wou'd this Woman ? Y 
Mar. Ha |! l 


Arſ. Art thou i; 
Offended with the Name, then change the Art: 4 
For all I yet can fee in thee 1s Woman, 7 ] 
Forc'd Tears, feign'd Flatteries, and deep Difſembling, : 
Theſe ſeldom ſure polleſs a Manly Breaſt. | 

Maz. It ought Pve done, can be by what Ple do — 

Arſ. There's death in thy decentful Eyes and Tongue. 

Mar. Deceit, and Death, what mean thoſe Myſtick words. q 
Which ſtrike hike double Daggers to my Heart 2 | j | 

Arſ.” Art thou not falſe ?. *} 

Nr. Deſtructive Fame, thy worſt W 
Blow all thy lying Trumpets through the World, = . 
And to all Ears pronounce me falſe, yet not | } v 
The blaſting Breath of all thy hundred Mouths = HE 
Can on my mjur*d Vertue caſt a blot. $'- 

Arſ. The Careful Pilot riding on the Main, | 
May tack about, and ſhun the higheſt Rocks; ['þ 


But thoſe he fears which skulk beneath the Waves, 
The unſeen Inſtruments of grinning Death. 
You work my ruine, not with Hand, but Hearr, 
The lurking Treaſure of black Deſigns. 

Mar. Had I by any other Man been drawn 


In ſuch a Character, ſo much unlike, 


F So 


1s amerlane TÞe Ur7eat, 


Sg inconſiſtent with a Princely. Mind, 

Fat Mhr had with | Dy f1na! rune broug! 
Cunift VER Trcance on hinfclt for what he faid ; 
By Hearn! hat he , It thought it, he ha 4d by” 
VV: quite Otnerv.ie 1 beg my peace, 
Nat urc commancts _ Can my happineks 

Ar Ha! arc the Wounds I bear fo Inc oat : f 

. Afar, \Vnat \Y OUNGHS : 
This Tonzuc, this Hlcart, and Hand are mnocen:. 

Arſ. ASKWit thou what Wounds ? So did fell Atrews as 

is fume krother, drank! with humane Blood, 
And heavy with the weight of his own Bowels 
Set to him as a B nquet: ; what he atl'd, 
I tell thee Brother, *twas wretched thing, 
An exiPd Slave, and Hear to [ amerlane. 

ML. Is that not blutted out ? Ple hear no more; 
Since you my Fricndlilup, and my love contemn, 
I ſcorn all Treatics of a further Pcacc. 
Come on, Revenge + Ike Wolves, and fpottcd T ygers 
We live together in perpetual (trite, 
And when we mezt ut mutt be always War. 


OF which be this the Sacred, bindin: x» GaTc. 
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/. Tis {ure fome feren'd device ! 
Ax. Her own ta \lſe Han 


x1 | Her 


ameriane 7Yve Ureat. 


Rat writes her Hearts unconſtant L OVe. 
Ari: penny 5 have I ſaci tender Charatters, 
Of the fame ff by and matc2, lock'd in my Breaſt, 
And rt and wor! {1 af! om Ike lit! C Idols 
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Yhen tney-are ! realy Hy + POCTITEs, 

4r/, Dur my Neri, glory of her Sex: 

How have I always tt ought her mere than Woman! 
In whom th! Almighty Painter had expreſt 

The Fairc{r Pattern of exactelt Angels, 

Her Sou! GIew tne very Lively Image 

Of {ome blelsd Saint, or ever-happy Varryr : ; 


But on ine ot that Rank of Angels Proves, 
Whoſe cue Committion's only to deftroy, 


Arn with kerce Judgments of the Wrath Divine. 
Ac, Fhen ſhun thoſe Judgments which you {ce lo nig 
SO , 21m, fo mamiteſt, and now fhou'd you —— 
Ar/. 1 cannot, and1 pray thee do not curſe her, 
Tis puniſhment cnough {has giv'n her {elf 
10 onethat is unconſtant as her telf, 
And I with pity. leave her to her choice. - 
Ax. O the gl}1d Sound ! and w 1] youquitthis tondneſs, 
And follow Hono! ir, and hunt after Fame? 
Arf- No, my Axalla, think not I can ſee 
Her Beanties in my preſence raviſh'd from me, 
And all the Sacred Store prophanely ntÞd. 
Ax. Then work your jſt Revenge, on him, on her, 
On all — 
Arſ. Be huſh'd, and dare not name Revenge ; % 
he Name of Brother aws my riſing Fury, 
And for Nerina, ſhe is yet (0 dear, | 
Fle ſutter all things for her, quit my Honours, 
My hops. E: of Sccpters, and my right to Crowns, 
Nay ter dear f(clt for her more certain eaſe. 
Ax. Str; angely refolv'd ! 
ECL ke Love undone by Fate, 


Oh cou'd 1 tell where blear-ey'd Sorrow dwells, 
EF a: 
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Where bellowing out her Soul in diſcontent, 

The empty Walls reverberate her woe. 

To ſome t.ach place, Axa/la, let us tly ; 

There will I on ſome cold hard Stone Jay down 
My mournful Head, while from my furrow'd Checks 
My xcquent Tears promitcuoully fall 3 

One day I will bewail my own misfortunes, 
Another will I kindly dedicate 

To the lov'd Memory of Nerina's Father. 

hole Months and Ycars m tedious ſorrow pals. 
For my Nerin, that talie, much-lov'd Maid, 
Complam ot all my angry Foes above, 

With mourntul ft1ghs the hollow Ecchocs move, 
And the lait Groans of a departing Love. 

To Heay'n theſe only Vows, thele Pray rs Le make, 
Nering may her fatal Choice forlſake, 


And from her boſum caſt the lurking Snake. [ Exenrt. 


ACT IV. 


$=-: A Councel-Table. 


Emer Tamerlaie, Odmar, Abdalla, with other Lords :nd Attendants. 


Tam. ? Is time to look abFut me, I have (lept 
Too long, lulPd into viſionary Dreams 
Ot fleeting pleaſures, which I waking, find 
Moſt dangerous, and for a ſeeming Son 
My Boſom has recciv*d the worſt of Foes. 
Arſenes fled ? and Conference with Tyrkey £ 
O Viper, Parricide, but ſay, my Friends 
What timely Fortune has his Crimes reveal'd. 
Abd. Ev*n that which runes all Confpiracies, 
A {queamiſh Conſcience, and a light Reward. 


The Miniſters he hur'd to his Deligns 


Stand 


F TIES — 


o T6 


Stand Witneſles againſt him, 


- 2 ' 2 - 5 
Tam. Bring 'em torth. [ Exit Odmar, and re-enters with iws $lives.. 


Odm. Now act the Villas home, now is your time. 
: | Aſde to Slrves. 
Tam. Friends to our Crown, for Friends you ſeem to be. 
\Whoſe care has been employ'd to ſerve our State 
From thoſe apparent Dangers threatned it. 
We charge you in our Holy Prophets Name 
Lay forth the Traytors Heart before our Eyes. 
Odm. Swear on the Alcoran your Accuſations 
Are juſt and true — — Oh the unhappy Prince. 
{d. Sheart, well play'd Fox, he ſeems to hear with grict 
What he ſuborns falſe Witneſles to ſwear. [ Afrde. 
1. Slave. By all the Orders of Tartarian Pow'rs | 
Bound by Allegiance to our Sovereign, 
We here arc preſent to accuſe and {wear 
Arj{anes guilty of theſe Articles : 
No more than which himſelf did teſtifie, 
And gave us in Commiliton to perform. 
Firſt that this Prince holds private Conference 
With the ſurviving Race of Bajaſet, 
That with the fair AiZeria's Love enflan'd, 
He fceks his Rival Brothers hated Life ; 
Then with Axa// that he doth combine, 
To Poiſon Tamerlane our Royal Maſter, 
And with A#teria to uſurp his Throne. . 
Tum. Treacl”ry unheard beyond the Thought of Man ! 
But tcl me, Friend, where bides the Traytor ? 
Odm. Speak, 
Say any where. [ Afde ta the Slave. 
$1, na lone Wood, my Lord, 
After a long Complaint againit the Prince. 
His Royal Brother full of envious hate 
And proud dildain; atter he had reheargd 
All his pretended wrongs in Bantthment 
Recciv'd ; bluſhing Scarlet deep with Shame, 
He roſe to an Arraignment of the State 
And our cſtabl{t®d Laws ——— 
Then impioully againſt his Father rag'd, 


And fwore Revenge. 
Abd. N\c- 
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ly. liv. irlarcs, þ "ELON hat $ Ref thou wilt 
Thy hated Life, thou: evcry Sea ſhow JOVn 
[1 one vaſt Ocean, wuicir alliſtant Floods 

xy. thy advcrlc Feet 
WNSRown Fracks kick at our upper Eart! 


2R037zk ore tic Starry Pole thou foaring ly" it 


Above ol Winter, and deep Beds of Snow 
_ paprecd Venzeancc ſhall parſue thy Sou!, X 


And Foy thee in thy darke% Caverns hid. 


''\ 
BY P* 2% = p L YR 11H WW, 44 > vAAYVIY 
LC1CTICE CONT OLIN TIA) Via i | {ON \V itt Ol ſharp I\C\ CiigcO, 
, . þ 1 ] ) 4 + TE (ol \ +\ *U"> ”_ : [ 5 
Or ſan} our Curſes, where we cannot reach, EEXH, 


Od: Sce there, Arſares, how the rowling Waves 
Come o1 anal anl daſh thee on the Rock. 

41d Metin we two now like the Sea-born Giants, 
Cr: 31 CIF/70 an } tall E pt alt: ſ {t aINKI, 
all thcir Acres in a moment. 


LEES... 
{AN {LON G:ll 
Od:z2, Our Fortuncs Friend mn this vaſt Enterpriſe 


Hove made us free to give the S:zyzthian Throne 
To whom we pleaſe; Come, AM a EC id, and claim 


hy valt Putletlions, ack us aa 1 next, 


And) 4 Uo more with theſe two Fertile Brains, 
c Briarexs with his S_ Hands, | Excurt. 


S > & 


\[teria's 
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TC 


Aſteria's Apartment. 


Il ho is dijcover*d lying on a Conch, a Cupid iz Soft Muſick deſcends 
over her and Sings, 


Yong. 


 KOw pleaſant Vertne are thy Slumbers, 
= Sound thy Eleeps, and ſweet thy Dreams. 
I bile thee no Fear, no Cilt incumbers, | 
D.nger frights, or Thought condemns 2 

*, 

Thou naked with reſtSteſs Armour 
Dot t hy ſelf rewenge, aud meld, 
1hou ſilent art ſo ſweet a Charmer, 
{to th 3 Reaſons all want meld. 


2 

On thy fair Brow ts ſmiling Honour, 
Tuirice waits thy awfil Voice, 

[lou Heir to Bleſſings art, thou Owner 
OF Rich Fortunes Riche$t Toys. 


J 


9 


4. 

7 o,, what is Heauns greatest Blejſmg, 

Art the Darling Child of Love, 

{conch Heacn jet hinder from poſſeſſing, 

hi will al thy Pains remote. [ The Cypid aſcends. 


Aſteria awakes in great dijorder. 


4'7, Whar Myſtick Objects entertain my Soul, 
And hold me in amazement ? how contus'd 
Are all my Thoughts, kind Joys with Troubles mixr, 
Hope with dicad Fear, diforder'd maſs of Fancy ' 
The End ſeem' good, bat oh that End 1s vain, 
As flecting as its Shade, as womani{h | 
And fond a Dream, as to my weary'd Eyes 
Thought could ſaggeſt, or Mimick Fancy play. 
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42 7 ; 2neriane ite Lreat, 
I: going out. Enter Mandricard 721178 her, 


Aſa. So on fair Pap hos Ile the wanton Quacen 
Her Shollv Chariot drawn with foorting Doves, 
Had lightly enter'd mn a tim ng Calm. 


Ready to Ct uſe upon her Parent Seas. 


When from a-tar the Warkke God efpv'd her, 
An4 brought her back to more {ublra, ial P! aſurcs, 


Aft. What moans this fatal] Comet to Our Ro us ; 


Near what new b-:th of miictlnet docs he ihine 


Mar. Atlenuth my Pray'rs are heard, my Vows have reach'd 
The Deity, to which they were adarcls'd, 
Accept, Q Faircſt Pow'r, trom a Fiince. 
The Faithrul Sacnfice of Humbleſt Thanks, 
For all the Bleflinzs vou have pourd upon him. 
Ajt, What Þ! clin gs, Or what Prince ? vct ſhoud there be 


Any my tcnderncts has gratif1d, 

He's choſe an il] Ambaſlador I'm fure 

To pay his juſt Acknowledgments, which needs 
Muſt taſte ungra:ctul trom the Man I hate. 

Mar. Heavn, how diſcordant are her Hand and Tongue! 
Think not, 45/criz, lardricard could truſt 
To any Sccond his moſt Boſom Secret, 

I the Receiver kneel to pay the Debr. 

4, It you from me a Kindack did receive, 
Im ture 'twas ſmall, and may be paid with eaſe. 

Au. How unconcerid ihe ſpeaks, and looks difdain! 
Yes, Madam, Heart for iJcart 1s caſte change 5 
Flames will mcet Flames, and Fires | Jovn with Fires, 
Ravage through all, and] leave no mildie ſpace, 

dif. av itthoa, or do my Eats drink 1n a Sound 
As 'real, as *tts monitrous 2 Oh my Stars, 
Protect me, and remove the hatetul Object. 

Mui. Yet Princels, your fair Hand has otherwiſe 
Decipher'd me —- the Glorious Mandricard —— 

Af. My Hand |! 

Mu. Your Hand, which on the happy Paper preſt 
The Praiſes of your much loy?d Mord 


A\f, Curit be that Hand that writes thee ought but Fiend, 
| Curlit 


LY - # 4H 
- * t ifs 


Curſt be that Tongue that ſpeaks thee ought but Monſter. 


Ma. Untold, Great Alha, this Myſterious Secret ! 
Come, you di{lemble, and a modeſt ſhame 
Defers our Joys. 

AFF, Ide claſp a Serpent ſooner 5, 

Had my bate Hand cre thus bely'd my Heart, 
As an intectious Limb Ide tear it from 
My tainted Body, tor the Wild Beaſts, or Flames. 


Mar, You need not now, Afteri.z, ule ſuch Language, 


There are no Oaths, no Promiſes, no Vows 
To be kept now : Sure Death has ſwallow'd all, 
And cold Arſares m their ruine lies. 

Aft. Yes, I will keep 'em (till to puniſh thee, 
My Faith (hall be the Scourge of my Revenge, 
My Conſtancy ſhall keep thee on a Rack 
Ot Everlaſting Torments, and my Oaths 
Shall one by one ſtrike thee with mad deſpair 
Thou art my Slave, and thou ſhalt hve like one. 
Thinkeſt thou, tond Fomenter of my Grief, 
| do not hate that Man to Death, nay Hell, 
That causd Arjanes Ruine? Proud Prince, I do; 
Remember, Sir, my Brothers, Fathers Wrongs, 
And bluſh to ask a Grace of me; to love ? 
No not to look, or viſit me with Monſters. 

May, You treat me, Fair one, fo ſevere a way, 
As forces me to plead in my defence. 
It in the War your Brother fcll, not I, 
But Fortune guiding my far-wandring Stec}, 
Cut off the forward Youth — 
For your Great Fathers, and Arſares Wrongs, 
I'm innocent as harmleſs Infants are. 

AF. You innocent ! ſos Hell; ſo is your Train 
Of Fellow-Villains, Infernal Miniſters, 
Are they not Prince? 

Mar. What e're you'l have 'em be. 
- They are, they muſtz and which of 'em but dares 
Offer to plead his Innocence, he dies. | 

Aſt. Fine Flatterer! thus did that ſupple Tongue 
Sooth Tamerlane to hate the beſt of Princes : 
Nor have you ended there, but _— {till 
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Your Breaſt with thinking with what ſubtle Art | 
You ſpread your Snarcs to catch the Prey delignd, 
And glory in the Murderous Succels. - 

Mar. How ſweet her Looks, yct dreadful to approacn ! 
Madam, a Prince repentant begs your Pardon, 
And as the Fury of the Scythian Sword | 
Is now atlwag'd, unaught to hurt or k1ll. : 
So let your Anger be allay'd with mildnels; 
So will the Worll in pcacctul Irmmph lit, 
And fmilling, pall the envious Fates deligns. 


To thera I{pat1a. 


Ha! whence that Helliſh Fury hke her felt 

Has brought her here 2 Curſe on the twining Serpent ! 

Shall I nc'r ſhake her off ! by Heav'n1t comes! 

A ſwift Contrivance whets my ſuaden Thought. 

Which ſhall divide us ever, far as Heavn, 

Or far as Hell their Conter hold trom Earth. [ Exit. 
Ip. Art thou the watry Sourſe from whence this Stream. 

Thete daily guſhings of my Mourning Eves 

Burſt forth, and almoſt drown my fainting Heart ? 


| Are thoſe the Comcots. whole dire Influence 


Sheds Ruine on me; 15 there in that Voice 
$0 {weet an Harmony, ſo full of Charms, 
It can bewitch the Senſe of Mundricard 2 
AS. Yes, Mwmndricard has learnt to ſtoop to me, 
And at my Fect his daily Homage pay, 
Whuch thus I ſcor!, and {purn evn into Wind. 
Iſp. Unſuticrable Creature, does ſhe ſcorn him - 
Oh more, far more than this, I cou d endure 
Her Love ; contemn him 2 nay that 1s not all, 
She Rivals mc, and yet protciles ſcorn ; 
{st not enough you have enſnard his Love? 
Caught with a Golden Bait his yielding Heart ? 
But you mult on his Honour raiſe contempt, 
And make him cheap ——. Oh Torture, Oh my Soul ' 
Af. Know then, Ipatia, if you are refolv'd 
To ſound my Heart, I frankly muſt confeſs 
{ hate him, hate my Brothers Murderer 


To 


For had I lov'd, Ipatia, had I lov'd, 
You might have tound him lock'd within my Arms, 
Not proſtrate at my Feet, nor had you ere 
Have been admitted to reprove me for it, 
As now you do. 
[/p. *Tis like I ſhowd not, Captive, 
Nor am I now perhaps, by your good leave; 
Yet Tle maintain the happineſs Pye fought, 
Stay here and pierce through either Heart, as far 
As Sharp ey'd Jealoufie can look. 
Ait, Compleat - 
With this one Promiſe then my Happineſs, 
To hold him ever aftcr from my ſight. 
But ſee, he comes —— 
/[ip. A Prieſt! what Omens now 
Siyell big that holy Harbinger of Fate ? 
Man. This holy Man, Ipatia, as of old 
He joyn'd our Hands before the ſmiling Gods, 
So wou'd he now our Hearts; one Kifs upon 
The Sacred Alcoran, and our Love 1s Seal'd. 
1p. Bleſt Alteration ! | 
Af. O thrice happy Hour ! | 
Ip. What ſudden Ague ſeizes my chilPd Limbs ? 
How my Eyes dazle, and my Senſes ſwim ! 
What have we done, my Lord? 
Mar. O nothing, nothing, 
*Fis but a Fit, a Qualm, a certain Scour, 
Or flying Meſlenger from Deaths Tribunal, 
To ſummon thee to Everlaſting Reſt. 
Ip. What means my Lord ? 
Max. Oh 'tis a Sovereign Balm, 
A Cure to all Diſtempers — to be plain, 
The Book was poiſon'd, and thou haſt drunk the Venom. 
Ip. O Traytor ! yet ere I expire, hear me. 
Man. Speak quick]y then. : 
Ip. Not long ago, my Lord, you —_— 


2 A Let- 


amerlane the Great. IN ths 


To death, and pray the Gods he may ſo love, 
So burn with Paſſion, till I pity him, 
Which Furies firſt ſhall do unto the Damn'd. 

Nay donot rage, but thank me that I hate him, 


[ Erter Mandricard with 4 Prieft. 
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46  Tamerlane the Great. 


A I etter from that Princecls. 
Aft. Me ! 
Ip. With all 
The Pow'r of Penicnce I her{ 1implore 
Your Pardon. 
Mi. What means the Fury ? 
{jp. In her Name 
You took, cmbrac'd it, lock'd within your Boſum 
The outward \lanuſcript, within your Heart 
The ſweet Contents, D 
Ali. Which do enrich my Soul ! 
Ti. But now, ungr atctu! Man. bet ſpoke at laſt. 
To tright thy Lawlcts Patton be it ſpoke 3 
t. not Afterrz, wrote thoſe Fatal Words 
Which caulc my Death, 
Ali. Then wou'd to Muhbomet 
They may prove thy Damnation too. 
As. Oh Heavn ! 
Ip. Well, Travtor, thou haſt had thy Fatal Wiſk. 
As 1t 15 ſure I dic; but know baſe Porſoner, 
Thy yo Treatons have not ſet thee tree, 
Nor will Tſp. leave thee even in Death, 
Ple fright thee im thy Dreams, Vie haunt thee waking, 
Ple ſeo urge thy Conloence w ith Whips of Remorle. 
The Sting of Serpents thall be nothing to 1t. 
Yes,iI will hayc Revenge, I will ; Ie ſtrike 
Thee mad with terror, when thou dart approach 
My Rivals Þeautics; Claſp ber, and Pie ghde 
All Cold between, and daſh the fancy d Joy. 
O Alba, Mibowmet, O Courtcous Heay?n, 


Give me but Power as here 1 yickd my Soul 


Up to your MErcy in Deaths cruel. Pangs. | Dies. 
Mar Remove the hated Body from my f1pht. ; 
A3t, And arc there Pow'rs 1n Heay?n, and can they {ce 
This Sacrilegious Valchict go unpw ul (I'd 2 
Mau. What ever Deities in Heavn there 2 are, 
They prove the Deed, and ſmile upon the Por, 
And thus by giving thee reward 1t ; now Pricit. 
[Mandricard ard the Priest take her up, and are carrying her off. 
At, Look down, O Mihomet, trom Hcav'n, behold 
My 


” 
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\iy hard diſtreſſed Fortune ; fave, oh ſave 
A Virgins Chaſtity, unſoil'd, unſtain'd, 
And right with Miracles thy Pow'r.contemn'd. 


Enter Axalla and Zanches, their Swords drawy. 


Ax. This way, this way the mournful Ecchoe calls. 
Oh the bold Traytors, Sacrilegious Villains. 


[1hey fight, Mandricard and. the Prieſt are beaten off: 


They run, they fly 5 now injurd Vertue, ſeek [ To Alt. 
Thy fate Retreat, white I purſue the Villains, | Exennt 
Af. Who ere you be juſt Mhomet reward you. [ Rave, 


SCENE a Wood. 
Arſanes ting melancholy on a Green Bank, while his Page fines this 
SONG. 


YL hold ye Syplouans that Jrequent 
J This ſilent, [rghing, mourning Grove 5: 
Behold the Fountains, Birds | lament, 
Onhbappy Damons fatal Love. 
Chloris to hin her Heart denies, 
Fad which the gentle Shepherd dies. 
), Chloris fo him &c. , 


Bris Y Chloris faireſt of her kind, 

= : charm d with Smiles the yielding Swain, 
Ealſe Chloris fulſer then the Wind, 

= i turns his Fairy Joys to Pain. 
Her Vows, her Oaths which tir d Heav'n, 

Were for ſo many Curſes giv'n. 

Ch. Her Vows, her Oaths &C. 


Then fill with hollow Sighs the Day, 
With Cypreſs ſtrow the mourning Green: 
&t nothing freſh, let nothing oay 
Ore all the fading Plain be ſeen; 
r ſce the Swain lies bleeding there, 
TWounded by Love, dead with Deſpair. 


Ch, For ſee the Swain &C. 
Arſ. Thus 
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Aj; Thus m a C haos of cold dilcontent 
I paſs the weary Mites, breathing forth 
My daily Paſſions trom my walte d Spiritsz 


Unhappy, wretched Prince, how Dettiny 


Allots unjuſt misfortunes to thy Youth 
\Vinch t0 others 18 2 flowing Spring of go0d, 

Fo thee's a troity Winter of cold Sorrow. 

Oh my Aerira / how thy doubttul Faith 

Strikes deep my Heart 5 nor can I think thee falſe 


To thy taltc H. ind ag.anlt thy Vertue plead. 


So, thus -—- - Imay TAze here till I am blind, FE 00king on the Lette; 


Pt never hers (hall fati<faftion find. - | [browing it aw41y, 
Entcr in bait Axalla ard Tanchcs. 


Ax. lie. live Ar{anc. 
In jult Obchence to your great Commands 
I went to thc Apartment of Aſteria 5 
Where h1(t | heard what tc1z'd my Soul with horror, 
And num'd my Senfes with a Marble Fear 5 
I heard, Arſanes, your Nerina ſhrieking, 
With all the S: ruglin xs of a Raviſh'd Maid. 
When from her Chamber ruſh'd in furious haſt 
The Villain M:dricard, and the prophaner 
Villain a Prieſt, who graſp'd the Sacred Store. 
Rais'd by the Pow'r of ſo juſt an Anger, 
Your Old Mans Blood glow'd with a Youthful Heat, 
Whule with our Swords L and the Faithful Zarnches 
Purſu'd the Traytors, forc'd 'em quit their Treaſure, 
And made 'em thankfi i] to their Stars for Lite. 

Ar. O Golden Minute ! Thanks O Gracious Heav'n ! 
And thou its kindeſt happieſt Inſtrument. 

Ax. What Paſt beforc her fair Hand will untold, 
This Letter to your Hand ſhe charg'd me bring. 

Ar/. They'r welcome on what ever Errand ſent, 


 Axalla, lee the wond rous m mighty Proot |. Reading. 


Of her wrongd Innocence, ihe writes, not ſhe, 
But fond 1Pp4tia, as dying ſhe confets d, 

Was Author of thoſe Lines which drove us hither 
In ſo much Fury, and fo much Deſpair. 


Ax. *Tis 


amerlane the Great. 


Ax. Tis as Axal/a's Heart cou'd wiſh it ſhou'd be. 

Arſ. How cou'd I truſt theſe CharaQters which arc 
Unlike, as Faith and Fallhood, Love and Hate, 

Hope and Deſpair 3 and ſhow'd I then have curſt, 
Curſt her ſweet Vertue for anothers Crime? 

Such words wou'd ſure have blaſted me, ſuch words 
Had gave my Heart the Jie, had ſwoln my Tongue 
With its own Venome, nay had preſsd and grip'd 
My thoughtful Senſe with wrecks of dire remorſe, 
And the black Scourge of ſelt-tormenting Conſcience, 

Ax. But ſee, my Lord, the tendereſt words ſhe writes ! 
See at the end of her Complaints her Pray'rs, 

She begs Protection from your Royal Hands. 

Arſ. Protect her ! yes, againſt the Univerſe, 
Brother, and Father; Fortunes Darts, and Fates 
Decrces, the buſineſs of our Watchtal Eyes 
Shall be to mark her Enemies, our Strength 
And well-collefted Vertue be her Guard 
Where e're ſhe moves: Let us not walſt in words 
One moment of our Lite, theſe happy Hours, 

A ſwitt Obedience calls our Hearts and Hands, 


For from Nerina came the ſoft Commands. [ Exeunt: 


ACS * 


Arſanes, Aſteria. 


Ar. \W Ith equal Joy, as when the firſt-born Man 


Through a ſweet Paradiſe led his Infant Bride, 


With all the Pleaſures of a weltome Love 
Do I unſatiate with Aſterias Charms 
Paſs the glad day. 

Aif, Did not my Fathers Fate 
Oppoſe the ſweet delights of growing Love; 
This day I cou'd with mighty Queens diſpute 
The Number of blets'd Munutes. 
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50 amecr 
Arj. Oh my Soul. 

At My Heart, I can profusdly wiſh ! 

Arſ? My all that I can ask, and Heay'n can pive. 


Exter Aba) Ila, with Guards. 


Abd. Or I'm miſtaken, or 
This is the Traytor, apprchend him, 

Arſ. Whom 2 

Abd. Arſares, Sir, me thinks you much reſemble 
Phat great, out- witted States-man Prince. 

Arj. "Tis he; Slave, ſpeak thy Errand. 

Abd. From T amerlane. 

Ar to No more; 'tis Blaſphemy 

To ask, or to dilpute the Caule, I go 
Where cre he calls to ſhametul Bands, or Death. 


Lead on --— but oh, my Heart, forget hcr not 
AStori. - reins '£ 
Ajit. Niy Lord _ 


Abd. We muſt not wait 
Fond Lovers tedious partings 3 Lead away. 
Ar; Farewel, Fair Star, tor ever. [ 1s led off. 
Ar, He's gone, hes gone; 8 
Hurry'd away by Traytors to Ins Death, 
And oh, ye Pow's, I had not power to ſpcak 
My laſt Farewcl ; Ile follow though, and picrce 
Without regard of Lite or Bcing, through 
All that lars, can oppolec me; break throu: zh Fire, 
Through Flames, ore Mountains pals, and ſwelling Seas, 
Through Files of T.rtars, Swords, Lances, Javelins 
Arn'd with reliltlets Love, and Rage, Ile fly 
Lize Lightning in a moment to his Cell, 
With all the force of parting Love embrace him. 
Bath with my Widow-Tears his panting Breaſt, 
Bask m his Eyes, ſhare that Eternal Relt 
His Noble Soul {hall claim among the Bleit. [ Exit. 


Mandri- 
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Mandricard #* diſcovered” aſleep, the Ghoſt of Iſpatia by him with a 


Dagger in her Hand, threatning him. 


Gi. Reſt, reſt, my Soul, at laſt great Heav'ns Care, 
[ct never Innocence. of Heay'n deſpair. 
Thus ſenr, thus arm'd, an injur'd Shade I come 
To ſcourge thee, Prince, for thy untimely Doom. 
Thy Contcience thus juſt Aha does unſeal, | 
And to thee all the horrors of thy Crimes reveal. 
\Vith Frenzy ſhalt thou rage, with Sorrow groan, 
And in deep thought thy dazled Senſes drown. 
An inward Hell thee, Poiſoner, ſhall burn, - | 
Nor {halt thou ever to thy ſelt return. [ Ext, 


Mandi icaic, /o frighted and raging. 


Min. T wou'd have torn her, and have facrific'd 
Her Members to [ſpatia's wandring Ghott ; 
Nay haunt me not, dear Shade, I've ſworn to do it, 
With as much Art Ple. work thy Rivals Fate, 
As th' wilieſt Devil of em all can wiſh. _ 
What Sorcery this Trrkifh Beauty bears ! 
Ha ! where ſo ſwiftly fled ! have Harlots Wings? 
Then to the Tcariar Flood Ple fteer my Con 
Drain it, and rob the unexperienc'd Boy 
Of his il{-manag*d Quills, born on whole Force 
le mount, and catch her in her hotteſt Chace. 


Enter Odmar, Abdalla. 


Odm. My Lord, Lord Mandricard. 
Mar. Did not you fee a Monſter up the Hill. 
Sharp radiant Arrows arm'd her Magick Eyes, 
Her Face, or no Face, or her double Face, 
Shew'd crooked, Nature ſhrowded by falle Art, 
Theſe well-known marks make ll for her eſcape. 
Hcy follow, ſeek, 'tis worth our pains, and more, 
Millions to one but we ſhall ſeize the Witch. 
See ho! ſee there o're yonder Plain ſhe fleets ! 
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C2  ameriane 
O for m Arrow from Dzara's Quiver {! 
Spread wide your Nets, mark where to Autumn Gray 
The verdant Spring 1s chang'd, that, that's her Road, 
Made hoary by her Sorcery and Charms. 
She's near, ſhe's near 3 my Noſtrils draw the Scent 
Of Paints, of Powders, Daubings, ſtrong. Perfumes, 
A Whore will ſcent a Mile —— fo nimble —— ha, 
'Tis noble Sport, ſo hei, follow, fo hei. [ Ruxs.up end down, and. out. 
Odm. Was ever ſuch a Change | in Nature wrought ! 
_ So ſudden, yet ſo perfect ! 
Ald. This your Plots, 
Your Stratagems have done, had I been heard, 
He had ere this have worn a Crown by Arms 
Nobly atchiev'd. 
Odmr. Thine were the means to ſure 
Deſtruction, this we may amend. 
Abd. Ha, ha! 
Doſt thou not ſee our hopes in frenzy drown'd.? 
Brave had you fell my way, as ſhameful this. 
. Odm, Wel follow him 
Abd. In vain. 
Odm. Our Counſels may 
Abd. Make him a Fool, as they have made him mad.. 
Ode. What ſhall-I do ? | 
Abd. Die 1n the Act like Men. 
Odm. Or live, and work more Ruine. 
£4. And be found 
Traytors at laſt, moſt infamous and baſe. 


A Noiſe of Fighting. 


Oda. What Noile is that ? 
Abd. 'Tis the dear Shout of Battle, 

Abdallz, to thy lovd. Vocation. + | [ Exzs 
Odm. Go, | | 

Fle follow, and thy dangerous Fortunes ſhare., [ Exit. 
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The Scene opening, diſcovers Tamerlane, Odmar, Abdalla, excoun- 


tring Axalla, Zanches, and others. 


Ax. Arſwnes, live; or periſh all thy Friends. 
Peo. Revenge, Revenge our Pnnce Arſares wrongs. 


Ax. They tly, they fly 3 ſee, O the wrong'd Arſancs, 


Thy Succour nigh. [ Tam. ard his Party give back. © 


Abd, We mult not thus give up 
To Slaves our Lawrels while Abdal/a hives. 
Ax. Die then pertfidious, baſe, eternal Villain! [ Ks Abdalla. 


A Retreat is ſounded on Tamerlanes fide, the Scene cloſes. 
Exter Tamerlane, Odmar. 


Tam. Dead or alive he will my Ruine prove. 
Od. Diſpatch him ſtrait. | 
1am. You'r raſh, and unadvisd ; 
Prove thy ſelf worthy of the Name thou bear't 
Our Counſellor, or die. | 
Odm. Your Slaves Advice 
Meets your Commands; let, Sir, Arſanes live 3 
Free him. 
Tam. Ha ! ſay't thou! 
Oar. Theſe Reports will quell 
Th incenſed Crowd ; while I in Ambuſh laid 
In ſome dark ſecret Corner of the Palace, 
Ruſh on him ſwelld with pride, and reeling with 
The drunkenneſs of Love, end him, my Lord, +- 
Big with large expectations of delight, , 
And from your Royal Scepter take the Guilt. 
Tam. Thou art my Soul, my Empires Prop, and Refuge, 
Who haſt reviv*d it ſinking from its Aſhes 3 
Next to our own, when thy Bleſt Hand performs 
The happy Work of thy projecting Brain, 
Ile Crown thy Head with Lawrel and with Gold, 
Boaſting of thee our Life and Throne to hold. [ Laat, 
Odm. Now Odmar, for thy ſhare expect no lels 


Than Scepters for thy dear contriving Wit 
| M3 _ Ba, 
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_— 11 Tamerlane the Great. 


Ha, ha, ha, ha, to ſee the Shallow King 
["xpe&t Security and Blifs from mc. 
Vain Fools who think we work for any Ends 
But for our own — How tamely the dull Crowd 
Lay down their Arms, and leavether Prince detencelefs ; ” 
Die, dic, Arſanes, and hve Mudricard, 
And I thy happy Father ; with what caſe 
Odmar a Crown has purcha&d to his Race! 
Me thinks I ſee my numerous Royal Offspring 
Steal foftly by, all Crown'd 3 no more, let others 
By Blood and Civil Wars an Empire gain. 
Is Fraud alone falſe Titles can maintain. F772 


A Chamber. 


Enter Arſancs. 


Ar, I wonder how the Grave and Wiſe define 
T!y uncertain motions of ambiguous Chance, 
Wile equally ſhe flatters, and deſtroys. 
Tis true Pm tree, live, have large promiſes 
lo Love and Reign, as my high Birth requires. 
Put oh, what fatety's in that Freedom found 
From the ſiveet quiet of the Mind cxil'd ! 
I hat T in Chains ! [ Erter Axalla, 
Av. My Lord ! 
Arſ” What haſt my Friend, 
To view this Load of Shame ? 

Ax. Ha, Prince. 

Arj. 1 fa1d my Shame. 
Am I not mark'd in every Limb a Villain ? 

Ax. This Temper ſuits not with your Fate, my Lord; 

- Thick Crowds of Friends expect you at the Courr, 

Waiting to Crown your vaſt Defert with Honour, 
Which Tamerlane by me commands you take. 

Arſ. What ſort of Honour is to Rebels due ? 

Ax. Rebells? 

Arſ; Am I not one? how came I here ? 

Ax. Leave thoſe jealous Thoughts : 

= Rankd m long Rows the gazing Pcople ftand 
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An endleſs Multitude ; while 4mfling' Virgins > 2 i 
From Windows, mixt-with Joyful Maroon, lean, | | 
All hoping, and all wiſhing, praying too 
For your Approach 3 Arſaxes 1s the Sound, i 
The only Sound the Gods.can hear from Earth. TY 
Arſ; Trumphant Villain that I am ! | 
Ax. Ha! Villain! | 
Fool that I am to court a dreaming Zealot 
To {ſublime Honours ; ſtupid, thankleſs Prince; 
[4 this the Character our love deſerves ? 
Traytors and Villains !! Oh the hatetul:Name ! 
Go, Prince, and as thy unman'd Soul requires, 
Neglecting Palaces, in Dungeons dye,” 
Slave-marking Iron preſs with vileſt pain | 
Thote Limbs, which Sword, Steel, Fire have ſuſtain'd. li | 
Farewell, Ar/anes, neither Prince; nor Man. 
Arj. Hold, Noble Friend; pardn.' oh 'Axata, pari'n 
A few raſh words; the Act mm you was good, 
Friendlike, and Juſt; and were it not forbid, | i 
Forbid by Duty, it were ſo in me; 17 
But oh ! 337 (04 B17 341 #7. | 1 
Ax. Stall dreaming ? | | phe 
Ar{, Oh my Innocence.;; ©: id; 4 
Thou facred fort, fair Guardian of my Breaſt, | 
Where art thou fled 2 me thinks Tm lett alone, 
Dilarm'd. defencelcfs, ſince IT faw thee laſt. 
Ax. Sill in the tedious maze of fearful doubts! 
Ar{, Where ©re I turn fee-my Ruine nigh. q 
Ax. Mark then your ſurelt way to Life or Death, 0 
Bright Honour, or baſe Shame 3: the King, Arſanes, [ 
Brooks heavily the ſcorn of his Commands, 
Your Friends their |-accepted: Love repent, 

And fad Neriza all in Fears proteſts 
_ She never thought Arſanes cou'd deny 
Her any thing. : | 

Arſ. Hold, thou haſt ſaid enough; - of 
Words of ſuch wond'rous ſenſe, ſo moving, full Jil 
With Arguments of fſach: prevailing Pow', Th 
Wou'd raiſe the dull Lethargick from his Dream 3 | 1:8 
That Threefold Chain of Duty, Friendſhip, Love, —__ 1. 

Oo ; 
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Word bind the Roving Sylvan Honours Slave; 
Faith draws the Wills of Men to my defence, | 
Duty and Love Auxiliary Gods. [ Exeunt. 


Od mar ſolu, 


Odm. Traytor! *os a Name of vaſt import ! 
Not arnd with furbill'd Braſs, nor lock'd in Stecl, 
He bears the noiſeleſs Weapons of Decett. 
Lics politick, and ſubtle Flatteries 
Raiſe him to truſt 5 what cannot Villains truſted ? 
We change, deſtroy, make Princes, and unmake. 
Unenvy*d be henceforth Caſarder tamd, 
Dire Sz, Cloſe Sejanws, ( ruel Mirize, 
Seditious Gracchi, God-hke Catilize, 
With all the Glorious Traytors of each Age; 
Not the falſe Smeerdis with his Magick Train 
Could found the dark Abyſs of Odmars Plots. 
Peop. Long live Great Tamerlaneand Prince Arſanes.| Shout within, 
Odm. Hark, now me thinks I ſee this Lover come 
Hot with defire; ſec how the too raſh Fool 
With what large haſty ſteps he meets half way 
My Daggers Point 5 now, Heart, for thy Revenge ! 
Heavin guidemy Hand where reſolve to ſtrike! 
Here will l make my Vi1g1lant Retreat, 
All Paſſages but through this Gate are bard 
To the dear Lodgings of his lov*d Afiteria ; 
Whale the dark Night (hall ſhrow'd me and my Guilt, [ Retreats. 


Enter Mandricard, 


Mar, Nonot ſo much as one poor Cypreſs Torch 
To hght herto her Grave —— ah the much-wrong'd 1ſpatia / 
[ Odmar ruſhes on hine and tabs him with a Poniard. 
Om. As lurea Thruſt as ever Malice made. 
[ye there thou empty Blaze of Fame ; while I. 
Run with falſe I'tars, devulger of thy Fate. 


” - _—_ . =_ / 
Oh how the Crow a will fret ! the Prince Arſazes, 
The Noble Prince hes murder'd i the way. 
Help, help, the Prince 1s murder*d. oh, oh, oh, oh. { Ext. 
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Man. Darkneſs and Horror ! whither am [ going ? 
What greedy Horle-leech fucks my Vital Blood, 
And draws me to a Being like [patia's ? 

Laugh, laugh, ye Furies, and ye Devils grin, 
Scourge me with Scorpions, puniſh me with Flames, 
Eternal Flames; tear, conſume, devour me, 

Let Hell ſurround me with her greateſt Torments, 
Severeſt Plagues prepar'd for blackeſt Souls; 

But turn the wrong'd. ſjpatia from my fight, 


Tam. By all the Gods 
'Tis Mardricard, Curit Villain —— Oh my Son. 
Odm, Ha, ha, ha. 


Tam. What 


Ipatia's Preſence 1s a Thouſand Hells. [ Dies. 
Re-enter Odmar with a dark Lanthorn, 

Odm. But to be ſure thou'rt dead, it much concerns. 
By Heav'n 'tis Mardricard, Death, Furies, Hell, 
And thou, curſt Hand, falſe Author of my woe, 
Thou Traytor to my Will, and Rebel to my Aim 
Oh the black Curſe of Chance ——. | | 
And plague of Accidents! ſogroſs an Error | 
Was wrought ſure by the envy of the Stars. 
My Mandricard, my Son, oh, oh, my Son. 

Enter Tamerlane. 

Tam. Keep back the Rabble, and your ſclves retreat, 
While I ſurvey and mourn my hapleſs Son. 
Well, Friend, thou'ſt done the buſineſs. 
_Odm. Very well, | 
To make the Strumpet Fortune frisk and laugh. 

Tam. What mean you Friend? 

Odm. I mean there is in Heav'n, 
A Jubilee among Arſazes: Stars. 

'{am. That he's come there —— 

Odm. That he 1s not come there. 

Tam. Thy. Myſtick Speech I cannot comprehend, 
Nor found thy Senſe, no nor thy Ghaſtly Looks. | 
 Odm, This will explain 'em all — —{[ Points to Mandiic. Ji! 
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T.rm. What wou'd thy Mirth ? 
Od. Secing once a Corle 
On a Black beer te zloomy Pluto born, 
| yy t to ſee the 1 Sympatherick Crowd 
"ry ell, lament, as they were Parents all. 
What was the Corle to thum, or they to it ? 
Tam. Yet Ridhag, Slave 2 W hat hoa my Guards, mmm WW ho Waits 7 
Sze there the Murderer. [ Emer 7 Ha Ay 
O41 1 icon to periſh by a Fate ſo bale, 


Thes £4 the Noble dye | | | Stabs himſelf. 
"Wu: Fears ? | {io Tam, 
(OW. 11 {V4t have ſhed thoſe very Tears 
S me wy Cnty wh N Mw aricard 
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Thur ihe wird G, | 
He deyd >; I to his ruvn my oli atv? 
My own Therrre, ſuppos'd YOur Mandricurd. 
My fwelld Eon vet &14 hn, gher aun, 
A King, at Jeaſt the Father of a King 
] was *clolv 4 to raiſe nry {clt. Think, Sir, 
By me how ott Arjan CS h: 1s been made 
By me a Traytor, never of himſclf. 
This was the laſt unlucky Cheat I acted, 
Which the curſt Fates had otherwiſe decree: [. : 
And turn'd on me the Ruines of my With. 
Scarce can I more 5 my Death comes ſwittly on 3 
While from my Actions I this. Glory .draw, 
None cow. but Odmar, Odmars Plots deſtroy. { Dies. 
lam. Remove the wretched Bodies from my light, 
The hncd Traytor, and the curſt Impoſtor ! 
Firlt Jet 'em hang a publick Spectacle 
In our high Road which to the Palace leads, 
then when all Eycs are glutted with the ſight, 
Cait *em to Birds and Bcaſts a welcome Prey. 


Enter an Officer. 


OF. Prepare, Great Tamerlane, for your defence, 
Uproars 2: :1 Tumuks ev cry where are risn, 
Fame of Arſazes Death has arm'd the Crowd, 


With 


With Fury, Rage, Suſpicions, Frenzies, Fears. 
Your ſelf the fole Promoter of his Fate 
Are ſworn, arraign'd, on you they vow Revenge. 
Tam, Haſt _—_— and with Trumpets Sound pronounce 
The Rumour falſe ; their lov'd Arſares lives ; 
By bleſt miſtake 'tis Mandricard is faln. | [ Exit of 
Call to my Arms the Noble Prince Arſanes, : 
And his fair Miſtreſs; at laſt my Eyes are open, - 
Unſcal'd to Truth, I ſce and am confirm'd 
No clole Conſpiracy, or black Deſign, 
But Love, and only Love, their Hearts did joyn. 


Enter Arſanes and Aſteria. 


Tam. Thanks, O Propitious Heav*n, thanks my Stars, 
And all ye Angels Guards of Innocence, 
Which have reſtor'd, and brought into his Right 
The wrong d Ar/ſares, welcome O my Son, 
Thy Enemies are dead, the Impoſtors dead, 
And with them all Suſpitions of thy Faith, 
Thy Injuries are dead — Oh my Arſanes, 
A Father in the Face of Heav'n ſalutes thee 
A happy Bridegroom, from a Fathers Hand, 
Recave thy Fairer Vertues, Fair Reward. 
Arſ. O Extafte ! Oh Paradiſe of Joy ! 
I come ſcarce hoping for a Pard'n, and find - 
A full Reward, Ineſtimable Trealure, 
Eternal Bliſs 3 nor 1s 1t Fairy Treaſure! 
No, no, I have it here, I hold it, graſp it, 
A Real Pleaſure, and Subſtantial Good. 
But oh let not the fulneſs of my Joy 
Make me unmindtul af the Noble Giver. 
Oh, my Afferia : | 
Aif, My Lord! 
Arſ. Thus let us kneel, 
With Thanks unto our Father. 
Aſt. Our Preſerver ! 
Arſ. Our new Creator, thus let us lie proſtrate, 
And wonder at our tudden Happinels. | 
Tar. Riſe and belicve it granted; now witnels Heay n, 


And 


amerlane the Great, 5 


"_ , oO Oe 
NS 


_ 


amerlane 712 Orre 


mr ve kind Stars, that ſmile upon our *<<Way 
b ith; what untroubled Joy I joyn the Hands 
Or the bleſt Loyal Pair. 
The Sacred Tyc juſt Alba ſhall confirm, 
And as we Sign, Seal your Eternal Loves. 
Arſ.' Thanks 0 our Royal Father, God-like Prince, 
And double Author of my happy Being, 
$5 may Great A-þ4 all your Actions Crown, 
And with Eternal Bleſtings Guard your Throne. 
As 1 your worthy Praiſes loudly ing, 
rn ic Kindcelt Father, and the Juſteſt King.. _ [: Exennt. 
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ILOGUEF. 


By Mr. DRYDEN 


Adies, the Beardleſs Author of this Day, 
Commiends to you the Fortune of his Play. 
A Woman Wit has often grac'd the Stave, 
| But be's the firſt Boy: Poet of our Are. 
Early as is the Tear his Fancies blow, © 
Like young Narciſſus peepins through the Snow ; 
Thus Cowley Bloſſom'd ſoon, yet "Flow ſh, [ lone, 
This is as forward, and may prove as ſtrong. 
Youth with the Fair ſhou'd always Favour find, 
Or we are damn'd DiſSemblers of our kind, 
What's all this Love they put ito our Parts * 
"Tis but the pit-a-pat of Two Young Hearts. 
Shou'd Hag and Gray-Beard make ſuch tender moan, 
Faith you'd een trust *em.to themſelves alone, 
And cry let's go, here's nothing to be done. 
_ Since Love's our Buſineſs, as "tis your Delight, 
The Young, Who beſt can ap beſt can rite. * ji 3M 
What though he Be not come to bis full Pow'r, 
He's mending and improving every hour. 
You fly She-Fockies of the Box and Pit, 
Are pleas'd to find a hot unbroken Wit, 
By management he may in time be made. 
But there s no hopes of an old batter d Jade; 
Faint and unneryd he runs into a Sweat, 
And always fails you at the Second Heat. 
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